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PART I. 

It 18 an Ancient Mariner, 
y. And he eloppeth one of diree : 
%r** By thy long grey beard and thy glittering cgr« 
Now wherefore stoppest me? 

The brid^;room^8 doors are opened wide^ 
. And I am next of kin ; 
The guests are met, the feast is se^ — 
May'st hear the merry din.'' 






Bat still he holds the wedding-guest— 

There was a ship," quoth he— 
<' Nay, if thou'st got a laughsome tale. 
Mariner ! come with me.'' 



fie holds him with his skinny hand, 
<Suothl)e, " There was a ship"— 

'< Now get thee hence^ thou grey-beard kwn t 
Or my staff shall make thee skip." 



He holds him with his glittering eye 
^ The wedding-guest stood still 
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^y^IijaA. listens like a three years' child 
.The Mariner hath his wilL 

The wedding^gaestmte on a stone^ 
/ He cannot ijiojeTnt hear : 
And thus spake on that ancient man, 
The bright-eyed Mariner. 



J 



^* The ship was cheered, the harbour deared- 

Merrily did we drop 
Below the kirk, below the hill, 

Below the light-house top. 



The son came up upon the left, 
J Out of the sea came he : 

And he shone bright, and on the right 
Went down into the sea. 

Higher and higher every day, 
Till over the mast at noon'' — 

The wedding-guest here beat his breas^ 
For he heard the loud bassoon. 

The bride hath paced into the hall, 
. Red as a rose is she ; 
^^odding their heads before her go 
The merry minstrelsy. 

The wedding-guest he beat his breast, 
Tet he cannot choose but hear : 

And thus spake on that ancient man. 
The bright-eyed Mariner : 

f *^ But now the north w*ud came more fierce, 
yA/ \/ There came a tempest strong ! 



I 



And southward still for days and weeks 
^ Like chaff we drove along 
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And now there came both mist and 
y And it grew wondrous cold : 
And ice mast-high came floating by 
As green as emerald. 



And through the drifts the snowy clifti 

Did send a dismal sheen ; 
Nor shapes of men nor beasts we ken— 

The ice was all between. 

The ice was here, the ice was therey 
/ The ice was all around : 

fit crack'd and growPd, and roar'd and howPd, « 
A wild and ceaseless sound. 

At length did cross an albatross, 
J ^OTo ugh the fog it caquif 
i/^ As if il had been a Christian soul. 
We hailed it in God's name. 



4 



The Mariners gave it biscoit-worms. 

And round and round it flew : 
The ice did split with a thunder-fit; 

The helmsman steered us through. 



And a good south wind sprung up behind, 
^ Hie albatross did follow ; 
^ And every day for food or play 
Came to the Mariner's hollo I 



y 



J 



In mist or cloud, on mast or shroud 

It perched for vespers nine. 
Whiles all the night through fog-smoke white 

Glimmer'd the white moon-shine.'' 

'< Gbd save thee, Ancient Mariner ! 
From the fiends that plague thee thus I— 
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Whf k^'st thoH 80 ?"— <' With my mm V>w 
I shot the albatross.'' 



X. 



PART II. 



*' The Sim now rose upon the right. 
Oat of the sea came he \ 
^ Still hid in mist; and on \he left 
Went down into the sea. 

And the good south wind still blew behind^ 

, But no sweet bird did follow, •. ' 

Nor any day for food or play % 

Came to the Mariner's hollo 1 ' 

And I had done^n hellish thing, 
^ And it would work 'em woe : * 

^ For all averred, I had killed the bird 
That made the breeze to blow. 

^Nor dim nor red, like an angel's head,^ 

The glorious sun uprist ; 
Then all averred, I had killed the bird 

That brought the fog and mist. 
sJTwas right, said they, such birds to slay/ 
at bring the fog and mist 

)^ The breezes blew, the white foam flew, 
/ The furrow followed free : 
We were the first that ever burst 
Into that silent sea. 

Down dropp'd the breeze, the sails droj^d down, 
yj 'Twas sad as sad could be^ ^••'^ 
And we did speak only to break 
The silence of the sea. 



THB ANCIBKT UABUTMB^ § 

All in a ho^ and copper sky 
^ The bloody sun at noon. 

Bight up above the mast did itand. 
No bigger than the moon. 

Day after day, day after day. 
We stuck, nor breath nor motion, « 

^ As idle as a painted ship 

Upon a painted ocean. J 

Water, water, every where, 
y And all the boards did shrink ; 
Water, water, every where, 
Nor any drop to drink. 

The very deeps did rot : O Christ ! 

That ever this should be I 
Yea, slimy things did crawl with I^ 

Upon the slimy sea. 

About, about, in reel and rout 

The death-fires danced at night; 
The water, like a witch's oils, 

Burnt green, and blue, and white. 

nd some in dreams assured were 

Of the spirit that plagued us so : 

I Nine &thom deep he had followed ns 

^rom the land of mist and snow« 

And every tongue through utter drought 
y Wa gjyither^d at the root ; 

We could not speak no more than if 
We had been chewed with soot. 




y 



Ah well-a>day ! what evil looks 
Had I from old and young ! 
b8 
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Instead of the cross the albatross / 

About my neck was hung. (^/ 



PART III. 

f '< So pass'd a weary time ; each throat 
f J Was parched, and glazed each eye, 
% When, looking westward, I beh^ 
^^ A something in the sky. 

At first it seemed a little speck^ 
And then it seemed a mist : 

It moved and moved, and took at last 
A certain shape, I wist. 
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A speck, a mist, a shape, I wist ! 

And still it aear'd and near'd ; 
And as if it dodged a water-sprite. 

It plunged, and tacked , and veered. 

With throat unslaked, with black ijpa baked, 
/ We could nor laugh nor wail, 
^ Through utter drought all dumb we stood 
JUl-Ib it my arm and sucked the bloody 
And cried, * a sail ! a sail !' 

With throat mnslaked, with black Ups baked, 
Agape they heard me call ! 
J Gramercy ! they for joy did grin, 
And all at once their breath drew in 
As they were drinking all. » ... 

' See ! see !' I cried, < she tacks no mon\ 

Hither to work us weal 
Without a breeze, without a tide 

She steddies with upright keel !' 
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The western wave was all a flaaey 

The day was well nigh done I 
Almost upon the western wave 

Rested the broad bright son ; 
When that struige shape drove wdWenly ^ 

Betwixt us and the sin. jf ' 

And straight the sun was flecked with ban '. 

(Heaven's mother send ub grace 1) * , : \ 
As if through a dimgeoa grate be peeved ^ ^ 

With broad and burning Snoe* } A 



/ 



Alas i (thought I^ and my heart beat loud) 

How hst she nears and nears ! 
Are those her tails that g^^^ in the eui 

Like restless gossamers"! ^ 

^ Are those her ribs, through which the sun 
/ y Did peer, as through a grate 7 
I |#And are those two alT, all her crew, 
vJ( '^That woman, and her mate ? * « 

^Bu bones were black with many a crack, \, 
^jT All black and bare, I ween ; \ 

jB\ Jet-black and bare, save where with rust \ 
J^ \ Of mouldy damps and chamel crust 
^ V^ They were patched with purple and greep/ 

Her lips were red, her looks were free, 

Her locks were yellow as gold : 
Her skin was as wiiite as leprosy. 
And she was fas liker Death than he \ 
Her flesh made the still ak cold. 

/The naked hulk alongside came. 
And the twain were playing dice ; 



/ 



=Ji 
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' The game is done ! Vre won. Pre won ^ 
Quoth she^ and whktled thrice. 



A goat of wind sten 

And whistled thr 

Thro' th^ole of hia^ 

«Half-w^M^ I 



nip behind 

igh his bones ; 

3yes and the hole of his month 

half-groans. 



With never a wm|per in the sea 

Off darts the siebtre-ship ; 
lie clombe aly)ye\^e eastern bar 
The homed mooh, wilh one bright star 

Almost between the ^. 

One after one 1 ml the homed naooB ^ 
f^Xisten, O stranger ! to me) 
fiacntomed his face with a ghastly pang 
And cursed me with his ee. 

Four times fifty living men, 
•''^ith never a sigh or groan^ 
With heavy thump, a lifeless lump 
They dropped down one by one. 

Their souls did from their bodies flyi-* 

They fled to bliss or woe ; r i * 

And every soul it passed me by, 3 > 
\ Lite tiie whiz of my cross-bow.'! ^ 



.>r^ 



>y 



PART IV. 




*' I fear thee, Ancient Mariner I 

I fear thy skinny hand ; 
And thou art long, and lank, and browB, 

As is the ribbed sea-sand. 
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I fear thee and thy glittering eye. 
And thy skinny hand so brown"*-* 

^' Fear not, fear not, thon wedding» gu ei t I 
This body dropt not down. 



^^' 



lone, alone, all, all alone, 
Alone on die wide, wide sea ; 
And Christ would take no pity on 
My soul in agony. 

The many men so beantifiil, 

And they all dead did lie ! 
Andamillion million slimy thing! 

Ijv^on;-7-and^go^d I 

I looked upon the rotting sea. 

And drew my eyes away ; 
I looked upon the ghastly deck^ 

And there the d^ul men lay. 

IjLooked to Heaven, and tried to pray; 

But or ever a prayer had gnsht, 
A wicked whisper came and made 

My heart as dry as dust. 

I closed my lids and kept them close^ 

Till the balls like pulses beat ; 
For the sky and the sea, and the sea and the sky 
Lay like a load on my weary eye, 

And die dead were at my feet. 

The cold sweat melted from their limbs. 

Nor rot nor reek did they ; 
The loo^with which they looked on me, 

Had never passed away. 

An orphan's curse would drag to Hell 
A spirit from on high : 



L 
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fiat O ! more horrible tban that 

Is the corse in a dead man's eye 1 
Seyen daviu seven nii^hts I saw that 
And yet I coold not die. 

The moving^ moon went np the sky. 

And no where did abide : 
SofUy she was going np 

And a star or two beside— 

Her beams bemocked the sultry main 

Like April hoar-frost spread ; 
But where the ship's huge shadow lay. 
The charmed water burnt alway 
A still and awful red. 

^^„^ Beyond the shadow of the ship 
I watched the water-snakes : 
They moved in tracks of shining white ; 
And when they reared, the elfish light 
^ Fell off in hoary flakes. 

Within the shadow of the ship 
^ I watched their rich attire : 

Blue, glossy green, and velvet black 
They coiled and swam ; and every track 
Was a flash of golden fire. 

y<^ happy living things ! no tongue 
\ f^ Their beauty might declare ; 

A spring of love gusht from my heart. 

And I blessed them unaware t 
Sure my kind saint took pity on m^ 
And I blessed them unaware 

. The self-same moment I could pray | 
^^-^ And from my neck so free 
The albatross fell off, and sank 
Like lead into the sea.'' 
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PART V. 

^ O deep, it is a gentle thing 

Beloved from pole to pole ! 
To Mary-queen the praise be gtnm. 
She lent the gentle sleep from HeATM 

That slid into my soul. 

The silly buckets on the deck 
^ That had so long remained, 
I dreamt that they were filled with dew^ 
And when I awoke it rained. 

My lips were wet, my throat was odd, 
My garments dl were dank ; 

Sore I had dronken in my dreams. 
And still my body drank. 

I moved and could not feel my limbs^ 

I was so light, almost 
I thought that I had died in sleep, 

And was a blessed ghost. 

And soon I heard a roaring wind, 
- *t did not come anear ; 
But with its sound it shook the sails 
That were so thin and sere. 

The upper air burst into life. 
And a hundred fire-flags sheen, 

To and fro they were hurried about ; 

And to and fro, and in and out 
The wan stars danced between. 

And the coming wind did roar more loud ; 
And the saik did sigh like sed^ : ^ 



MU 
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And the rain poured down from one black cloud, 
The moon was at its edg^. 

The thick black cloud was cleft, and still 

The moon was at its side ; 
Like waters shot from some high crag, 
The lightning fell with never a jag 

A river steep and wide. 

The loud wind never reached the ship, 

Yet now the ship moved on ! 
Beneath the lightning and the moon, 

The dead men gave a groan. 

^ They groaned, they stirred, they all uprose. 
Nor spake, nor moved their eyes : 
It had been strange, e'en in a dream 
To have seen those dead men rise. 

JThe helmsman steered, the ship moved on ; 
'^""^ Yet never a breeze up blew ; 

The mariners all 'gan work the ropea, 

Where they were wont to do : 
They raised their limbs like lifeless tools— 

We were a ghastly crew. 

The body of my brother's son 

Stood by me knee to knee : 
The body and I pulled at one, rope, 

But he said nought to me." 

*^ I fear thee. Ancient Mariner!" 

^< Be calm, thou weddiog-guest ! 
'Twas not those souls, that fled in pain, 
Which to their corses came again. 

But a troop of spirits blest : 

For when it dawned— they dropped their armsi 
And clustered round the mast : 
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Sweet sounds rose slowly through their 
And from their bodies passed. 

Around, around, flew each sweet sound. 

Then darted to the sun : 
Slowly the sounds came back again 

Now mixed, now one by one. 

Sometimes a-dropping frrai the sky 

I heard the sky-lark sing ; 
Sometimes all little birds that are 
How they seemed to fill the sea and air 

With tiieir tweet jargoning : 

And now 'twas like all instruments^ 

Now like a lonely flute : 
And now it is an angel's song 

That makes the heavens be mute. 
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It ceased : yet still the sails made on 
A pleasant noise till noon, 

A noise like of a hidden brook 
In the leafy month of June, 

That to the sleeping woods all night 
Singeth a quiet tune. 

TiXL noon we silently sailed on, 
Tet never a breeze did breathe : 

Slowly and smoothly went the ship, 
Moved onward from beneath. 

Under the keel nine fathom deep 
From the land of mist and snow 

The spirit slid, and it was He 
That made the ship to go. 

The sails at noon left off their tune, 
And the ship stood still also. 
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The sun right up above the matt 
Had fixed her to the ocean : 

But in a minnte she 'gan stir 
With a short uneasy motion — 

Backwards and forwards half her length 
With a short uneasy motion. 

Then^^like a pawing horse let go, 

She made a sudden bound ; 
It flung the blood into my head, 

And I fell into a swound. 

How long in that same fit I lay, 

1 have not to declare ; 
But ere my living life returned. 
I heard and in my soul discerned 

Two voices in the air. 

* Is it he?' quoth one, * Is this the man t 

By him who died on cross, 
With his cruel bow he laid full low 

The harmless albatross. 

The spirit who bideth by himself 
In the land of mist and snow, 
He loved the bird that loved the man 
Who shot him with his bow.' 

The other was a softer voice, 

As soft as honey dew : 
Qnoth he, ' The man hath penance done^ 

And penance more will do.' '^ 
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PART VI. 

wnart toiov. 
<< 'But tell me^ tell me 1 speak agaifl^ 

Thy soft response renewing— 
What makes that ship drive on to ftalf 

What is tfie ocean domg 7' 

8BOOND TOIOB. 

' Still as a slave before his lord. 

The ocean hadi no blast : 
His great bright eye most sikntly 

Up to the moon is cast — 

If he may know whidt way to go^ 
For sl^ guides him smooth or grim. 

See^ brother, see ! how graciously 
She looketb down on him/ 

FIRST TOIOB. 

' Bnt why drives on that ship so fast 
Without or wave or wind V 

SBOOMD TOIOB. 

* The air is cut away before, 
AxL& closes from behind. 

Fly, brother, fly ! more high, more high. 

Or we shall be belated : 
For slow and slow that ship will go. 

When the Mariner's trace is abated.' 

I woke, and we were sailing on 

As in a gentle weather : 
'Twas night, calm night, the moon was high * 

The dead men stood together. 

o 3 
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All stood together on the deck. 

For a chamel-duDgeon fitter ; 
All fixed on me their stony eyes 

That in the moon did gUtter. 

The pang, the cxme, with which they diad. 

Had never passed away ; 
I oonld not draw my eyes trom thein. 

Nor torn ihem np to pray. 

And now this «pell was snapped: oneemon 

I viewed the ocean green. 
And looked fiur fcnrth, yet little saw 

Of what had else been i 



lake one, that on a lonesome road 
Doth walk in fear and dread, 

And haying once tamM round, walks on 
And turns no more his head ; 

Because he knows, a frightful fiend 
Doth close behind him tread. 

But soon there breathed a wind on me^ 
Nor sound nor motion made : 

Its path was not upon the sea 
In ripple or in shade. 

It raised my hair, it fanned my cheek. 
Like a meadow-gale of spring — 

It mingled strangely with my fears, 
Yet it felt like a welcoming. 

Swiftly, swiftly flew the ship, 

Yet she sailed softly too : 
8weetly, sweetly blew the bree«e— 

On me alone it blew. 
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dream of joy ! is this indeed 
The light-house top I see ? 

Is this the hill? Is this the kirk T 
Is this mine own conntr^e ? 

We drifted o'er the harbour-har. 

And I with sobs did pray — 
' O let me be awake, my Gkxl ! 

Or let me sleep alway.' 

The harbour-bay was clear as glass^ 

So smoothly it was strewn 1 
And on the bay the moonlight lay. 

And the shadow of the moon. 

The rock shone bright, the kirk no le» ^ 

That stands abo^e the rock : 
The moonlight steeped in silentness 

The steady weathercock. 

And the bay was white with silent light. 

Till rising from the same 
Full many shapes, that shadows were. 

In crimson colours came. 

A little distance from the prow 
Those crimson shadows were : 

1 turned my eyes upon the deck— 
O Christ I what saw I there ? 

Each corse lay flat, lifeless and flat ; 

And by the holy rood 
A man all light, a serai>h-man. 

On every corse there stood. 

This seraph-band, each waved his hand ; 
It was a heavenly sight : 
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Tbey stood as signals to the land. 
Each one a lovely light. 

This seraph-bandy each waved his hand ; 

No voice did they impart — 
No voice ; but O I the silence sank 

Like music on my heart 

But soon I heard the dash of oars, 

I heard the pilot's cheer : 
My head was turned perforce away. 

And I saw a boat appear. 

The pilot, and the pilot's boy, 

I heard them coming fast : 
Dey Lord in Heaven ! it was a joy 

The dead men could not blast. 

I saw a third — I heard his voice ; 

It is the hermit good ! 
He singeth loud his godly hymns 

That he makes in the wood. 
He'll shrieve my soul, he'll wash away 

The albatross's blood." 

PART VII. 

^' This hermit good lives in that wood 

Which slopes down to the sea. 
How loudly his sweet voice he rears 1 
He loves to talk with Mariners 
That come from a iar coontr^ 

He kneels at morn, and noon, and 

He hath a cushion plump : 
It is the moss that wholly hidei 
The rotted old oak-stump. 
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The skiff-boat nearM ; I heard them talk, 

* Why, this is strange, I trow ! 
Where are those lights so many and fiur 

That signal made but now V 

' Strange, by my fiiith !' the hermit add-* 

* And they answered not oar cheer. 

The planks look warped, and see those nik 

How thin they are and sere ! 
I never saw aught like to them 

Unless perchance it were 

The skeletons of leaves that lag 

My forest brook along : 
When the ivy-tod is heavy with snow. 
And the owlet whoops to the wolf below 

That eats the she-wolfs young.' 

< Dear Lord ! it has a fiendish look— 

(The pilot made reply) 
I am a-feared.'— * Push on, push on V 

Said the hermit cheerily. 

The boat came closer to the ship, 

Bat I nor spake nor stirred ; 
The boat came close beneath the ship. 

And straight a sound was heard. 

Under the water it rumbled on, 

Still louder and more dread : 
It reached the ship, it split the bay ; 

The ship went down like lead. 

Stunned by that loud and dreadful somid* 

Which sky and ocean smote. 
Like one that liath been seven days drowned 

My body lay afloat : 
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Bat, swift as dreams, myself I found 
Within the pilot's boat« 

Upon the whirl, were sank the ship^ 
The boat span round and round. 

And all was still, save that the hill 
Was telling of the sound. 

I moved my lips : the pilot shrieked^ 

And fell down in a iit. 
The holy hermit raised his eyes 

And prayed where he did sit. « 

I took the oars ; the pilot's boy, 

Who now doth crazy go. 
Laughed loud and long, and all the while 

His eyes went to and fro, 

* Ha 1 ha !' quoth he — * full plain I see. 

The devil knows how to row.' 

And now all in my own countr^e 

I stood on the firm land ! 
The hermit stepped forth from the boat 

And scarcely he could stand. 

^ O shrieve me, shrieve me, holy man !' 
The hermit crossed his brow. 

* Say quick,' quoth he, * I bid thee say 

What manner of man art thou V 

Forthwith this frame of mind was wrenched 

With a woeful agony. 
Which forced me to begin my tal^ 

And then it left me free. 

Since then, at an uncertain hour 
That agony returns; 



THE jLNOISHT Mi-RXHBm. 21 

And till my gbastly tale is told 
This heart within me boras. 

I pass, like night, from land to lu4 ; 

I have strange power of speech ; 
The moment that his face I see 
I know the man that must hear me ; 

To him my tale I teach. 

What loud uproar bursts from that door ! 

The wedding-guests are there ; 
But in the garden-bower the bride 

And bride-maids singing are ; 
And hark the little vesper-bell 

Which biddeth me to prayer. 

O wedding-guest ! this soul hath been 

Alone on a wide, wide sea : 
So lonely 'twas, that God himself 

Scarce seemed there to be.' 

O sweeter tiian the marriage-feast, 

'Tis sweeter fiur to me 
To walk together to the kirk, 

With a goodly company : — 

To walk together to the kirk, 

And altogether pray. 
While each to his Great Father benda^ 
Old men, and babes, and loving friend^ 
And youths, and maidens gay. 

Farewell, farewell ; But this I tell 

To thee, thou wedding-guest ! 
He prayeth well who lovetb well 

Both man, and bird, aud beast. 
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He prayetb best wbo loveth best^ 
All things both great and small : 

For the dear God, who loveth us, 
He made and loveth all." 

The Mariner whose eye is bright. 
Whose beard with age is hoar, 

Is gone ; and now the wedding-gnetl 
Tamed from the bridegroom's door. 

He went like one, that hath been Btoniiad. 

And is of sense forlorn : 
A sadder and a wiser man 

He rose the morrow mom. 

REMORSE; 

A TRAGEDY, IN FIVE ACTS. 



DBAMATIS PEBSON^. 

Mar^dt VaMeg, Father to the two brothers, ud Donna TtiOM** 
Guardian. 

Dom Ahtar, the eldert ion. 

Don OrdoniOt the yoimgeft ion. 

Momfiedrop a Dominican and Inquiiitor. 

Zu/imor, the faithful attendant on Alrar. 

Isidore, a Moresco ChieftaJn, ostensibly a Christian. 

FamiUan of the IttquUUim, 

Naomi. 

Moors, Servants, &c. 

Dotma Teresa, an Orphan Heiress. 

AUkadra, Wife to Isidore. 

Time. The reign of Fhiiip II., jnst at the dose of the eivil wars 
against the Moors, and during the heat of the persecution which 
raged against them, shortly after the edict which forbade the 
wearing of Moresco apparel under pain of death. 
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ACT I. 

Scene I. — The Sea Share on the Coast €f Oranada. 

Don Altab, vjrapt in a Boat'Cloah, and Zuluckx 
(a Moresco), both (ujust landed. 

Ztd. No sound, no face of joy to welcome ns ! 

Alv, My faithful Zulimez, for one brief moment 
Let me forget my angukh and their crimes. 
If au^ht on earth demand an unmiz'd feeling, 
'Tig surely this — after long years of exile 
To step forth on firm land, and gazing round us, 
To hail at once our country, and our birth-place. 
Hail, Spain ! Granada, hail ! once more I press 
Thy sands with filial awe, land of my fathers ! 

ZuL Then claim your rights in it ! O, revered Doa 
Alvar, 
Yet, yet give up your all too gentle purpose. 
It is too hazardous ! reveal yourself, 
And let the guilty meet the doom of guilt ! 

Ah, Remember, Zulimez ! I am his brother : 
Injured, indeed I O deeply injured I yet 
Ordonio's brother. 

Zul. Nobly-minded Alvar 1 

This sure but gives his guilt a blacker dye. 

Alv. The more behoves it, I should rouse within him 
Remorse ! that I should save him from himself. 

Zul, Remorse is as the heart in which it grows ! 
If that be gentle, it drops balmy dews 
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Of true repentance ; bat if proad and gloomy^ 
It is a poison-tree that, pierced to the inmost. 
Weeps only tears of poison. 

Alv And of a brother. 

Dare 1 hold this, nnproved ? nor make one effort 
To save him ? — Hear me, friend ! I have yet to tell Uice, 
That this same life, which he conspired to take. 
Himself once rescued irom the angry flood. 
And at the imminent hazard of his own. 
Add too my oath — 

Ztd, You have thrice told already 

The years of absence and of secrecy 
To which a forced oath bound you : if in truth 
A suborn'd murderer have the power to dictate 
A binding oath — " 

Alv, My long captinty 

Left me no choice : the very Wish too langnish'd 
With the fond Hope that nursed it ; the sick babe 
Droop'd at the bosom of its fambh'd mother. 
But (more than all) Teresa's perfidy ; 
The assassin's strong assurance, when no interest, 
No motive could have tempted him to falsehood : 
In the first pangs of his awaken'd conscience. 
When, with abhorrence of his own black purpose. 
The murderous weapon, pointed at my breast. 
Fell from his palsied hand—' 

Ztd, Heavy presumption ! 

Alv, It weighM not with me — Hark! I will tell thee 
all: 
As we pass'd by, I bade thee mark the base 
Of yonder cliif— 

ZuL That rocky seat, you mean. 

Shaped by the billows ? — 

Alv, There Teresa met me 

The morning of the day of my deiartuni. 
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We were alone : tbe purple hue of dawn 
Fell from the kindling east aslant upon us, 
' And, blending with the blushes on her cheek, 
Suffused the tear-drops there with rosy light 
\ There seeraM a glory round us, and Teresa 
The angel of the vision ! \Then with cLgitaiion. 

Hadst thou seen 
How in each motion her most innocent soul 
Beam'd forth and brighten'd, thou thyself wouldst 

tell me. 
Guilt is a thing impossible in her ! 
She must be innocent ! 
Zul, (with a sigh). Proceed, my Lord ! 
Alv. A portrait which she had procured by stealth 
f For ever then it seems her heart foreboded, 
Or knew Ordonio's moody rivalry), 
A portrait of herself, with thrilling hand, 
She tied around my neck, conjuring me 
With earnest prayers, that I would keep it sacred 
To my own knowledge ; nor she desist, 
Till she had won a solemn promise from me, 
. That (save my own) no eye should e'er behold it 
Till my return. Yet this the assassin knew. 
Knew that which none but she could have disclosed. 

ZuL A damning proof t 
. Alv. My own life wearied me ! 

And but for the imperative Voice within. 
With mine own hand I had thrown off the burthen. 
/That Voice, which quell'd me, calmM me : and I sought 
^ The Belgic States : there join'd the better cause ; 
And there too fought as one that courted death ! 
Wounded, I fell among the dead and dying, 
y In death-like trance : a long imprisonment followed. 
The fullness of my anguish by degrees 
^aned to a me^^itative melancholy ; 



BBMORSS. 27 

And still, the more I mused, my soul became 
More doubtful, more perplex'd ; and still Teretay 
Night after night, she visited my sleep. 
Now as a saintly sufferer, vran and tearful. 
Now as a saint in glory beckoning to me ! 
Yes, still, as in contempt of proof and reason, 
I cherish the fond faith that she is guiltless ! 
Hear then my ^*d resolve : I'll linger here 
In the disguise of a Moresco chieftain. — 
The Moorish robes ? — 

ZtU, All, all are in the sea-cav^ 

Some furlong hence. I bade our mariners 
Secrete the boat there. 

Alv. Above all, the picture 

Of the assassination — 

Ztd, Be assured 

That it remains uninjured. 

Alv, Thus disguised, 

I will first seek to meet Ordonio's — wife / 
If possible, alone too. This was her wonted walk, 
And this the hour ; her words, her very looks 
Will acquit her or convict. 

ZuL Will they not know you f 

Alv, With your aid, friend, I shall unfearingly 
Trust the disguise ; and as to my complexion. 
My long imprisonment, the scanty food. 
This scar, — and toil beneath a burning sun. 
Have done already half the business for us. 
Add too my youth, when last we saw each other. /^ 
Manhood has swoln my chest, and taught my voicej 
A hoarser note — Besides, they think me dead : r/^ • 

And what the mind believes impossible. 
The bodily sense is slow to recognize. 

ZtU, 'T is yours. Sir, to command ; mine to obev. 
Now to the cave beneath the vaulted rock. 
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Where having shaped you to a Moorish chieftam, 
I will geefc our mariners ; and in the dusk 
Transport whatever we need to the sm^l dell 
In the Alpuxarras — there where Zagri lived. 

Alv, I know it well : it is the obscurest haunt 
Of all the mountains — [Both stand listemag. 

Voices at a distance 1 
Let us away ! [ExmmL 

SCBNB II. 

Enter Tbresi. and Valdbz. 

Ter, I hold Ordonio dear ; he is yonr son 
And Alvar's brother. 

Val, Love him for himself| 

Nor make the living wretched for the dead. 

Ter. I mourn that you should plead in vain, Lord 
Valdez \ 
But heaven hath heard my Vow, and I remain 
Faithful to Alvar, be he dead or living. 

Val, Heaven knows with what delight I saw yonr 
loves, 
And could my heart's blood give him back to thee, 
I would die smiling. But these are idle thoughts ; 
Thy dying father comes upon my soul 
With that same look, with which he gave thee to me; 
I held thee in my arms a powerless babe, 
While thy poor mother with a mute entreaty 
Fix'd her faint eyes on mine. Ah not for this, 
That I should let thee feed thy soul with gloom, 
And with slow anguish wear c^way thy life, 
The victim of a useless constancy. 
I must not see thee wretched. 

Tef. There are wocp 

lU-barter'd foi the garishness of joy I 
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If it be wretched with an untired eye 

To watch those skiey tints, and this g^reen ooean ; 

Or in the sultry hour beneath some rock, \ - * 

My hair disheyellM by the pleasant sea-breeze, ^ * '-^^ 

To shape sweet visions, and live o'er again ' 

All past hours of delight ! If it be wretched 

To watch some bark, and fancy Alvar there, 

To go through each minutest circumstance 

Of the blest meeting, and to frame adventures 

Most terrible and strange, and hear Mm tell them ; 

* (As once I knew a crazy Moorish maid 

Who drest her in her buried lover's clothes, 

And o'er the smooth spring in the mountain cleft 

Hung with her lute, and play'd the self-same tune 

He used to play, and listen'd to the shadow 

Herself had made)— if this be wretchedness, 

And if indeed it be a wretched thing 

To trick out mine own death-bed, and imagine 

That I had died, died just ere his return I 

Then see him listening to my constancy. 

Or hover round, as he at midnight oft 

Sits on my grave and gazes at the moon ; 

Or haply, in some more fantastic mood. 

To be in Paradise, and with choice flowers 

Build up a bower where he and I might dwell, 

And there to wait his coming ! O my sire ! 

My Alvar's sire I if this be wretchedness 

That eats away the life, what were it, think you, 

If in a most assured reality 

He should return, and see a brother's in&nt 

Smile at him ftom my arms ? 

* Here Valdes bends back, and imilea at her wildneM, whieb 
Tereia noticing, ehecki ber enthnaiMm, and in a aootbing half-plajfol 
tone and manner, apologiies for ber fancy, by the little tale in tb« 
parectheeia. 

D 6 
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Oh, what a thought ! {Ckuping her forehead 

Vol. i^^ thought 7 evoi so ! mere thought ! an empty 
thought 
The very week be promised his return—^ 

Ter. {abruptly). Was it not then a busy joy to see 
him 
After those diree years' travels ? we had no fears — 
The frequent tidings, the ne'er iailing letter, 
Almost endear'd his absence ! Yet the gladness. 

The tumult of our joy ! What then if now 

Vol. O power of youth to feed on pleasant thoughts^ 
Spite of conviction ! I am old and heartless ! 
Yes, I am old— I have no pleasant fimcies — 
Hectic and unrefresh'd wiUi rest — 
Ter. {with great tenderness) My father ! 

Val, The sober truth is all too much for me ! 
I see no sail which brings not to my mind 
The home-bound bark in which my son was captured 
By the Algerine— to peridi with his captors! 
Ter. Oh no ! he did not ! 
Val. Captured in sight of land ! 

From yon hill point, nay, from our castle watch-tower 

We might have seen 

Ter. His capture, not his death. 

Val. Alas ! how aptly thou forgett'st a tale 
Thou ne'er didst wish to learn ! my brave Ordonio 
Saw both the pirate and his prize go down, 
In the same storm that baffled his own valor. 
And thus twice snatch'd a brother from his hopes : 
ij[9\\9SLiOTAomo\(jMzuses'y then tenderly). O beloved 

Teresa! 
Wouldst thou best prove thy faith to generous Alvar, 
And most delight his spirit, go, make thou 
His brother happy, make his aged father 
Sink to the grave in joy. 
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Ter, For mercy's sak^ 

Press ine no more ! I have no power to love him. 
His proud forbidding eye, and his dark hrowy - 
Chill me like dew damps of the nnwhcdesomeBigki : 
My love, a timorous and tender flower, \ 

Closes beneath his touch. j 

Vol. Yon wrong him, maideB I " 

You wrong him, by my soul ! Nor was it well 
To character by such unkindly phrases 
The stir and workings of that love for you 
Which he has toil'd to smother. ^ was not well, 
Nor is it grateful in you to forget 
His wounds and perilous voyages, and how. 
With an heroic fearlessness of danger, 
He roam'd the coast of Afiric for your Alvar. 
It was not well — You have moved me evep to teask 

Ter, Oh pardon me. Lord Valdez ! pardon me ! 
It was a foolish and ungrateful speech, 
A most ungrateful speech ! But I am hnrrie4 
Beyond myself, if I but hear of one 
Who aims to rival Alvar. Were we not 
Bom in one day, like twins of the same parent f 
Nursed in one cradle ? Pardon me, my fiiither ! 
A six years' absence is a heavy thing ; 
Yet still the hope survives 

Vol. {Jtookmg fortoard). Hush! 'tis Monviedro. 

Ter. The Inquisitor ! on what new scent of Mood f 

Enter Monyiedro toith Alhadri.. 

Monoiedro {haomg first made his ebeisanee to 
YjLLDEZ and Tbrssa). 
Peace and the truth be with you I Good my Lord, 
My present need is with your son. 

[LooJdng forward. 
We have hit tne time. Here comes he \ Yes, 't i^ he 
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JEnterfrom the opposite side Don Ordon io. 

My Lord Ordonio, this Moresco woman 
(Alhadra is her name) asks audience of you. 

Ord, Hail, reverend father! what may be the 
business ? 

MofW, My Lord, on strong suspicion of relapse 
To his false creed, so recently ubjured. 
The secret servants of the Inquisition 
Have seized her husband, and at my command 
To the supreme tribunal would have led him, 
But that he made appeal to you, my Lord, 
As surety for his soundness in the faith. 
Though lessened by experience what small trust 
The asseverations of these Moors deserve. 
Yet still the deference to Ordonio's name, 
Nor less the wish to prove, with what high honour 
The Holy Church regards her faithful soldiers, 
Thus for prevail'd with me that 

Ord, Reverend father, 

I am much beholden to your high opinion, 
Which so o'erprizes my light services. 

iThen to Alhadra. 
I would that I could serve you : but in truth 
Your face is new to me. 

Monv. My mind foretold me, 

That such would be the event. In truth, Lord Valdez^ 
'T was little probable, that Don Ordonio, 
That your illustrious son, who fought so bravely 
Some four years since to quell these rebel Moors, 
Should prove the patron of this infidel ! 
The guarantee of a Moresco's faith ! 
Now I return. 

Alh, My Lord, my husband's name 
Is Isidore. (Ordonio starts,) — Y ')u may remember it • 
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Three yean ago, three years thia y^ wed^ 
Toa left him at Almeria. 

Monv. Palpably M^ I 

This very week, three years ago, my Lord 

iToa needs must recollect it by yqqr ^'ound), 

^ Yoa were at sea, and there engaged the pirates, 

The murderers doubtless of your brother A^yar I 

[Teresck looks at Momnedro toUh disgtfst and 
horror. Ordonk^s appearance to be coOected 
from what foUows* 
Monviedro (to Valdez, qnd pointing at Ordom^). 
What ! is he ill, my Lord ? ho^ #tra^[ige he loplcs 1 
Vol, (angrily). You pre^s'd upo^ ^im too ^br^ptly, 
father, 
The fiite of one, on whom, you kqqi^, he dpt#d. 
Ordomo (starting as ir^ sudden agitatiot^}. 
O Heavens? J? J— doted? (then recovering Ifimself), 
Y^s 1 I dot^ on him. 
{Ordonio walks to the end of the sta^jfe, 
Valdez follows, soothing him. 
J Teresa (her eye following Ordonio). I do not, can 
not, love him. Is my heart hard? 
Is my heart hard ? that even now the thought 
Should force itself upon me ? — Yet I feel it ! 
Monv. The drops did start and stand upon his fore- 
head! 
I will return. TEn very truth, I grieve 
To have been the occasion. Ho ! attend me, woman 1 
Alhadra (to Teresa), O gentle lady I mcd^e the fa- 
ther stay 
Until my Lord recover. J am sure 
That he will say he is my husband's friend. 

Ter. Stay, father ! stay ! my Lord will soon recover. 
Ordonio (as they return, to Valdez). Strange, that 
^ thb Monviedro 
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Should have the power so to distemper mc ! 

Vol, Nay, 't was an amiable weakness, son ! 

Mono, My Lord, I truly grieve 

Ord, Tut ! name it not 

A sudden seizure, father ! think not of it, 
As to this woman's husband, I do know him. 
I know him well, and that he i« a Christian. 

Mono, I hope, my Lord, your merely human pity 
Doth not prevail 

Ord, 'T is certain that he wca a Catholic ; 
What changes may have happened in three years 
I cannot say ; but grant me this, good fether ; 
Myself I'll sift him : if I find him sound, 
You '11 grant me your authority and name 
To liberate his house. 

Mono, Your zeal, my Lord, 

And your late merits in this holy warfare, 
Would authorise an ampler trust — you have it. 

Ord, I will attend you home within an hour. 

Vah Meantime, return with us and take refresh 
ment. 

Alh, Not till my husband's free ! I may not do it. 
I will stay here. 

Ter, (aside). Who is this Isidore? 

Val, Daughter ! 

Ter, With your permission, my dear Lord, 
I '11 loiter yet awhile t' enjoy the sea breeze. 

[Exeunt Valdez, MonviedrOy and Ordonio, 

Alh. Hah ! there he goes ! a bitter curse go with him, 
A scathing curse ! 
( Tlien as if recollecting herself, and with a timid look). 

You hate him, don't you, lady ! 
Teresa (perceiviiig that Alhadra is conscums she has 

spoken imprudently). 
Oh fear not me ! my heart is sad foi you. 
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dih. These fell inqniiiton! these sons of Uoodl 
Ab I came on, his face so madden'd me^ 
That ever and anon I dotch'd my dagger 
And half unsheathed it 

Ter. Be more calm, I pray yon* 

Alh. And as he walked along the narrow path 
Close by the mountain's edge, my soul grew eager ; 
'T was with hard toil I made myself remember 
That his Familiars held my babes and husband. 
To have leapt upon him with a tiger's plunge. 
And hurl'd him down the rugged precipice, 
O, it had been most sweet ! 

Ter. Hush! hush for shame I 

Where is your woman's heart ? 

Alh, O gentle lady! 

You have no skill to guess my many wrongs, 
Many and strange ! Besides {vr(ndcdOy)y I am |i Chris- 
tian, 
And Christians never pardon — 't is their faith ! 

Ter. Shame &11 on those who so have shown it to 
thee! 

AJh, I know that man: 'tis well he knows not 
me. 
Five years ago (and he was the prime agent). 
Five years ago the holy brethren seized me. 

Ter. What might your crime be ? 

Alh. I was a Moresco ! 

They cast me, then a young and nursing mother, 
Into a dungeon of their prison-house. 
Where was no bed, no fire, no ray of light, 
No touch, no sound of comfort ! The black air. 
It was a toil to breathe it ! when the door, 
Slow opening at the appointed hour, disclosed 
One human countenance, the lamp's red flame 
Oower'd as it enter'd, and at once sunk down. 
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Oh ibiserable ! by that lamp to see 

My infant quarrelliag with the coarse hard bread 

Brought daily : tor the little wretch was sickly—^ • 

My rage had dried away its natural food. 

Ih dark&ess I remain^ — the dull bell countings 

Which hietply told nie, that the all-cheeriog Sun 

Was nsing on our garden. When I dozed, 

My in&nt^s moanings mmgled with my slumberd 

And waked me.—If you were a mother, Lady, 

I should scarce dare to tell you, that its hoiises 

And peevish cries so fretted on my brain 

That I have struck the innocent babe in anger. 

Ter. Heaven I it is too horrible to hear. 

Alh, What was it then to suffer? 'T is most right 
That such as you should hear it. — Know you not, 
What Nature makes you mourn, she bids you hed 7 
Oreat Evils aisk great Passions to redress Uieni, 
ALd Whirlwinds fitliest scatter Pestilence. 

Ter. You were at length released ? 

Alh, Yes, at lenjgth 

I saw the blessed arch of the whole heaven 1 
'T was the first time my infant smiled. No more — 
For if I dwell upon that moment, Lady, 
A trance comes on which makes me o'er again 
All I then was — my knees hang loose and drag. 
And my lip falls with such an idiot laugh, 
That you would start and shudder ! 

Ter, But your husband — 

Alh, A month's imprisonment would kill him, Lady* 

Ter, Alas, poor man ! 

Alh, He hath a lion's courage. 

Fearless in act, but feeble in endurance ; 
Unfit for boisterous times, with gentle heart 
He worships Nature in the hill and valley, 
^ot knowing what he loves, but loves it all — 
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JSnter Alyab dUgtmed as a Mobbsoo, mudft 

Moorish garmmU* 
"Ter, Know you that stately Moor? 
Alh\ I know him not : 

Bat doubt not he is some Moresco chiefitatni 
Who hides himself among the Alpuxarras. 

Ter. The Alpuxarras ? Does he know his duigier, 
So near this seat? 

AUi. He wears the Moorish robes too, 

As in deiance of the royal edict. 

[Alhadra advances to Alveary who has waiked to 
the bach of tJie stage mar the rocks, Ttresa 
drops her vml. 
Alh, Gallant Moresoo 1 An inquisitoiv 

MonviedrOy of known hatred to oar race 

Alvar (interrupting her). You have mistaken me. 

I am a Christian. 
Alh. He deems, that we are plotting to eoraare 
him: 
Speak to him, Lady — none can hear you speak, 
And not believe you innocent of gnile. 

Ter, If aught enforce you to concealmei^ Sir 

Alh, He trembles stroagely. 

[Alvar dnks doum and hides his face in Ms robe, 
Ter, See, we have disturbed him^ 

[Approaches nearer to Jdm, 
I pray you tHnk us friends — uncowl your face, 
For you seem iaint, and the night breeze blows healing. 
I pray you think us friends ! 

Alvar (raising his head). Calm, very calm ! 
'T is all too tranquil for reality ! 
And she spoke to me with her innocent voice, 
That voice, that innocent voice ! She is no traitress ! 
Ter, Let us retire. (HauglUUp to Alhadra), 

[They advance to the front of the Stage. 
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Aikadra (with scorn). He is indeed a Clinstian. 
Ahxtr {aside). She deems me dead, yet wears na 
moarniiig gahnent ! 
Why should my brother's — wife — wear mouraing 
garments ? 

[To Teresa. 
Your pardon, noble dame ! that I disturbed you : 
I had just started from a frightful dream. 

Ter, Dreams tell but of the Past, and yet, His 
\ said, 

They prophecy — 

Alv. The Past lives o'er again 

In its effects, and to the guilty spirit 
The ever-frowning Present is its image. 
Ter. Traitress! {Then aside). 

What sudden spell overmasters me ? 
Why seeks he me, shunning the Moorish woman ? 
[Teresa looks round uneasib/y but gradually he* 
comes attentive as Alvar proceeds in the 
next speech. 
Ah), I dreamt I had a friend, on whom I leant 
With blindest trust, and a betrothed maid, 
Whom I was wont to call not mine, but me : 
For mine own self seem'd nothing, lacking her. 
This maid, so idolized, that trusted friend 
Dbhonor^d in my absence, soul and body ! 
Fear, following guilt, tempted to blacker guilt, 
And murderers were subbm'd against my life. 
But by my looks, and most impassion'd words. 
I roused the virtues that are dead in no man, 
Even in the assassins' hearts ! they made their terms, 
And thank'd me for redeeming them from murder. 
Alh. You are lost in thought : hear him no morc« 

sweet Lady ! 
Ter. From mom to night I am myself a dreamer, 
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hxA slight things bring on me the idle aoidf 
Well, Sir, what happen'd then ? 

Also, On a nide rock, 

A rock, methought, ftst by a gfOT# of fini, 
Whose thready leavee to ik^ low-breathing gait 
Made a soft sound most like the distant ocean, 
I stay'd as though the hour of death were paw^Ai 
And I were sitting in the wcnrld of spirits — 
For all things seem'd unreal ! There I sate — 
The dews fell clammy, and the night descended, 
Black, sultry, close ! and ere the midnight hour, 
A storm came on, mingling all sonadaof fear. 
That woods, and sky, and mountains, seeaM cnA 

havoc. 
The second fla^ of lightning show'd a tree 
Hard by me, newly scathed. I rose tamultooos : 
My soul workM high, I bared my head to the stormy 
And, with loud yoice and clamorous agony. 
Kneeling I pray'd to the great Spirit that made me, 
Pray'd that Remorsb might fasten on their hearts, 
And cling with poisonous tooth, inextricable 
As the gored lion's }nte I 

Ter, {shuddering). A fearful curse ! 

AUu {fiercely). But dreamt you not that yon re- 
J tum'd and kill'd them ? 

Dreamt you of no reyenge ? 
Alv. (his voice trembling ^ and in tones of deep tUstressy. 

She would have died« 
Died in her guilt — perchance by her own hands ! 
And bending o'er her self-inflicted wounds, 
I might have met the evil glance of frenzy. 
And leapt myself into an unblcst grave ! 
i pray'd for the punishment that cleanseth heans : 
-^ V^or stUl Uoved her ! 

AIK And you dreamt ail thi^ ? 



J 
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Ter. My^ol is full of Tisions all as wild ! 

Alh, There is no room in this heart for puling lore* 
tales. 

Tereta (JifU vj^ her veil, and adoancn to Ahar). 
Stranger, ^eurewell ! I guess not who yon are. 
Nor why yon so address'd your tale to me. 
Your mien is noble, and I own, perpkz'd me 
With obscure memory of something past, 
Which still escaped my efforts, or presented 
Tricks of a funcy pamper'd with long wishing. 
If, as it sometimes happens, our rude startling 
Whilst your Ml heart was shaping out its dream, 
Drove yon to this, your not ungentJe wildness — 
You have my sympathy, and so farewell ! 
But if some nndiscover'd wrongs oppress you, 
And yon need strength to drag them into light, 
The generous Valdez, and my Lord Ordonio, 
Have arm and will to aid a noble sufferer ; 
Nqr shall yon want my ftivorable pleading. 

[Exeunt Teresa and AJhadra. 

Alv. (alone), 'T is strange ! It cannot be ! my Lord 
Ordonio ! 
Her Lord Ordonio ! Nay, I will not do it ! 
I cursed him once — and one curse is enough ! 
How bad she look'd, and pale ! but not like guilt — 
And her calm tones — sweet as a song of mercy ! 
If the bad spirit retain'd his angel's voice. 
Hell scarce were Hell. And why not innocent ? 
Who meant to murder me, might well cheat her 7 
But ere she married him, he had stain'd her honour ; 
Ah ! there I am hamper'd. What if this were a lie 
Framed by the assassin ? Who should tell it A£m, 
If it were truth ? Ordonio would not tell him. 
Yet why one lie ? all else, I knowy was truth. 
No start, no jealousy of stirring conscience ? 



And she refinr'd to me— fondly, metiioaglit! 
Could she walk here if she had been a traitrfiit 
Here, where we play'd together in oar childhood ! 
Here, where we plighted tows 7 where her eold nheek 
Received ray last kiss, when with sopprest'd ibelnigt 
She had fiunted in my arms ? It cannot be ! 
'T is not in Nature ! I will die, belieytng 
That I shall meet her where no evil is. 
No treachery, no cop dash'd firom the lips. 
I'll haunt this scene no more ! live she in peaee ! 
Her husband — ay, her kiubandl May thb angel 
New mould his cankered heart ! Assist ra^ Heaven, 
That I may pray for my poor guilty bfothor ! [ExU. 



ACT IL 



ScENB I. — A wild and jmowntainous country. Or* 
domo and Indore are discovered, mppoud at a 
little distance from Isidores house. 

Ord. Here we may stop : your house distinct in view, 
Tet we secured from listeners. 

Isi, Now indeed 

My house ! and it looks cheerful as the clusters 
Basking in sunshine on yon vine-dad rock. 
That over-brows it ! Patron! Friend! Preserver I 
Thrice have you saved my life. Once in the battle 
You gave it me : next rescued me from suicide. 
When for my follies I was made to wander. 
With mouths to feed, and not a morsel for them 
Now, but for you, a dungeon's slimy stones 
Had been my bed and pillow. 

Ord. Good Isidore 

Why this to me ? It is enough, you know il. 
B6 
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Id. A eomflioii trick of Gratitude^ my Leid, 
Seeking to «aBe ker owa full heart-— 
^K Ord. Enoogliy 

A 4ebt repaid ceases to be a debt 
*' You have it in your power to serve me greit^y. 
I In. And how, my Lord ? I pmy yoa to name ttie 
> thing. 

^ J I would climb up an ico-glaz'd preoipiee 
\ To pluck a weed you ianeied ! 

Ordomo (with embarrasmnent and hedtadon). Why 

— ^that — Lady — 
Id, 'Tis now three years, my Lord, since last J 
saw ydu. 
Have you a son, my Lord ? 

Ord, O miserable — [Aside 

Isidore ! you are a man, and know mankind. 
I told you what I wish'd — ^now for the truth I — 
She lov'd the man you kill'd. 
Isidore (looking as suddenly dtarmed). You jest, 

my Lord ! 
Ord. And till his death is proved, she will not 

wed me. 
Id, You sport with me, my Lord ! 
Ord. Come, come ! this foolery 

Lives only iu thy looks : thy heart disowns it ! 

Id. I can bear this, and any thing more grievous 
From you, my Lord — but how can I serve you here ? 

Ord. Why, you can utter with a solemn gesture 
Oracular sentences of deep no-meaning, 
Wear a quaint garment, make mysterious antics— 
Id. I am dull, my Lord ! I do not comprehend 
^ you. 

Ord. In blunt terms, you can play the sorcerer. 
She hath no faitli in Holy Church, 't is true : 
Her lover schooPd her in some newer nonsense 1 
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Yet still a tale of q>irits works upon her. 

She is alone enthusiast^ sensitive, 

Shiyers, and cannot keep the tears in her eye : 

And such do love the marvellous too well 

Not to believe it We will wind up her foney 

•With a stnntge music, that she knows not of— 

With fiimes 6f firankineeitse, and mummery, 

Then leave, as one sure token of his death, 

lliat portrait, which from off the dead man's neck 

I badf thee take, the trophy of thy conquest. 

Isi, Will that be a fure sign 7 

(ML Beyond Busprcion. 

Fondly earesdng him, her favoPd lover 
(By some base spell he had bewitcVd her senses). 
She whisper'd such dark fears of me, forsooth. 
As made this heart pour gall into my veins, 
And as she coyly bound it round his neck, 
She made him promise silence ; and now holds 
The secret of the existence of this portrait. 
Known only to her lover and herself. 
But I had traced her, stol^i unnoticed on them, 
And unsuspected saw and heard the whole. 

Isi. But now I should hove cursed the man who 
told me 
You could ask aught, my Lord, and I refuse — 
But this I cannot do. 

OrcL Where lies your scruple ? 

/«/. (icitk stammering). Why — why, my Lotd ! 
Yon know you told me that the lady loved you, 
Had loved you with incautioits tenderness ; 
Tliat if the young man, her betrothed husband, 
Hetunicd, yourself, and she, and the honor of both 
Must perish. Now, though with no tender scruples 
Than those which being native to the heart. 
Than those, my Lord, which merely being a man- - 
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Ordtndo {aloud, though to express his contempt 
he speahs in the third person). 

Thig iellow is a Man — he kill'd for hire, 

One whom he knew not, yet has tender scniples ! 

[Then turning to Isidore. 
These doubts, these fears, thy wMne, thy stammer- 
ing- 
Pish, fool I thou blunder'st through the book of guill^ 
Spelling thy yillany. 

Isi, My Lord — my Lord, 

I can bear much — ^yes, very much from you ! 
But there's a point where sufferance is meanness : 
I am no yillain — never kill'd for hire — 
My gratitude 

Ord. O ay — your gratitude ! 

'T was a well-sounding word— what have you done 
with it? 

Isi. Who proffers his past fiivours for my virtue — 

Ord, (with bitter scorn). Virtue ! 

Isi. Tries to o'erreach me— is a very sharper. 
And should not speak of gratitude, my Lord. 
I knew not 't was your brother ! 

Ord, (alarmed). And who told you ? 

\ Isi. He himself told me. 
s^ Ord. Ha ! you talked with him ! 

'And those, the two Morescoes who were with you? 

Isi, Both fell in a night-brawl at Malaga. 

Ord, (in a low voice). Mv brother— 

Isi, Yes, my Lord. I could not teli you ! 
I thrust away the thought— it drove me wild. 
/But Ibten to me now — I pray you listen^— 

Ord, Villain ! no more ! I'll hear no more of it. 

Isi. My Lord, it much imports your future safety 
That you should hear it. 



BBMOR8B 45 

Ordmno (turning off from Isidore), Am net / • 



^ k as it sboald be ! tut— tlie d^ itself 
Was idle, and tbese after-pangs still idler ! 

Jjt. We met him in the very place yoo mcntian^d. 
Hard by a grove of firs — 

Ord. Enough— enoagb — 

Isi, He fought us valiantly, and wounded all ; 
In fine, compell'd a parley. 

Ord, (tighing as \f lost in tkmtght), Alvar ! lffo» 
ther! 

IsL He offer'd me his purse— 

Ord, (with eager suspitUm), Yes ? 

Isi, (indignantly) Yes — I spumM it- 

He promised us I know not what — in vain ! 
Then with a look and voiee that overawed me, 
He said, What mean you, friends ? my life is dear 
I have a brother and a promised wile, 
Who make life dear to me— and if I &11, 
That brother will roam earth and hell for vengeance^ 
There was a likeness in his face to yours ; 
I askM his brother's name : he said — Ordonio, 
Son of Lord Yaldez ! I had well-nigh fainted. 
Ai length I said (if that indeed / said it. 
And that no Spirit made my tongue its organ), 
That woman 's dishcmoured by that brother, 
And he the man who sent us to destroy you. 
He drove a thrust at me in rage. I told him. 
He wore her portrait round his neck. He look'd 
As he had been made of the rock that propi hia 

back — 
Ay, just as you look now— only less ghastly ! 
At length, recovering from his trance, he threw 
Hb sword away, and bade us take his li£9, 
It was not worth his keeping. 
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Ord. Andyonkfll'dhfaB? 

Oh blood-hounds ! may eternal wrath flanie round vaa ! 
He was his Maker's. Image ondeiaced ! [A pauae 
It siezes me — by Hell, I will go on ! 
What— wouldst thou stop, man ? thy pale looks won't 
saye thee ! \A pause. 

Oh cold— cold— cold ! shot through with icy cold ! 
In, (aside). Were he alive, he had retnm'd ere 
now — 
Hie consequence the same — dead throngh this plot- 
tmg! 
Ord, O this unutterable dying away — ^here— 
This sickness of the heart \ [A pause. 

What if I went 
And lived in a hollow tomb, and fed on weeds? 
Ay ! thafs the road to heaven ! O fool ! fool! fool ! 

[Apaute. 
What have I done but that which nature destined, 
Or the blind elements stirr'd up within roe ? 
If good were meant, why were we made these beings ? 
And if not meant — 

Isi, You are disturbed, my Lord ! 

Ordonio (starts, looks at Mm wildly ; tlien, after a 
pauses during which his features are forced inio 
a smile,) 
A gust of the soul ? i' faith, it overset me. 
O 't was all folly— all ! idle as laughter ! 
Now, Isidore ! I swear that thou shalt aid me. 
Isi. (in a law voice), I'll perish first ! 
Ord. What dost thou mutter of? 

Isi, Some of your servants know me, I am certain. 
Ord, There's some sense in that scruple ; bnt we'll 

mask you. 
Id. ITiey'll know my gait: but stay: hist right 
I watch'd 
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A stranger near the min in the wood, 
Wbo as it seem'd was gathering herbs and wild flowersp 
I had followed him at distance, seen him scale 
Its western wall, and by an easier entrance 
Stole after him unnoticed. There I mark'd 
That, 'mid the cheqaer-work of Ijght and shade. 
With curious choice he pluck'd no other flowers 
But those on which the moonlight fell : and once 
I heard him muttering o'er the plant. A wizard — 
Some gaunt slave prowling here for dark employment. 

Ord, Doubtless you question'd him ? 

Isi, 'T was my intention, 

Having first traced him homeward to his haunt. 
But lo i the stem Dominican, whose spies 
Lurk everywhere, already (as it seem'd) 
Had given commission to his apt fiimiliar 
To seek and sound the Moor ; who now returning. 
Was by this trusty agent stopp'd midway. 
I, dreading fresh suspicion if found near him 
In that lone place, again conceal'd myself. 
Yet within hearing. So the Moor was question'd, 
And in your name, as Lord of this domain. 
Proudly he answer'd, " Say to the Lord Ordonio, 
He that cau bring the de^ to life again !" 

Ord. A strange reply ! 

Isi, Ay, all of him is strange. 

He call'd himself a Christian, yet he wears 
The Moorish robes, as if he courted death. 

Ord. Where does this wizard live ? 

Isi. (pointing to the distance). You see that brook- 
let! 
Trace its course backward : through a narrow opening 
It leads you to the place. 

Ord. How shall I know it ? 

Isi. You cannot err. It is a small green dell 
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Built all around with high off-sloping hills. 
And from its shape onr peasants aptly call it 
The Giant's Cradle. There's a lake in the midst 
And round its hanks tall wood that hranches over 
And makes a kind of fairy forest grow 
Down in the water. At the further end 
A puny cataract &lls on the lake ; 
And there, a curious sight ! you see its shadow 
For ever curling like a wreath of smoke, . 
Up through the foliage of those fairy trees. 
His cot stands opposite. You cannot miss it. 

Ordonio (in retiring stops suddenly at the edge of 
the scene, and then turning round to Isidore), 
Ha ! — Who huka there ? Have we been overheard ? 
There, with the smooth high wall of slate-rock glit- 
ters — 

Isi, 'Neath those tall stones, which, propping each 
the other, 
Form a mock portal with their pointed arch * 
Pardon my smiles ! 'T is a poor Idiot Boy, 
Who sits in the sun, and twirls a bough about. 
His weak eyes seethed in most unmeanning tears. 
And so he sits, swaying his cone^like head ; 
And, staring at his bough from mom to sun-set, 
See-saws his voice in inarticulate noises ! 

Ord. 'T is well I and now for this same Wizard's 
Lair. 

Isi. Some three strides up the hill, a mountain ash 
Stretches its lower boughs and scarlet clusters 
O'er the old thatch. 

Or4. I shall not fail to find it. 

[Exeunt Orpokio and Isidork; 
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Scene II. — ThiB Inside cf a Cottage^ around whu^ 

Flowers and Plants of various hinds are seem. 

Discovers AlyaR) Zulimez, and Alhadka^ as 

on tkepemiqf leaving^ 

Alhadra (addressing Alvar), 
Farewell, then ! and though many thoughts perplex me, 
Aaght eTil or ignoble neyer can I 
Suspect of thee ! If what thou seem'st thou ar^ 
The oppressed brethren of thy blood have need 
Of such a leader. 

Ah, Noble-minded woman ! 

Long time i^ainst oppression have I fought, 
And for the native liberty of fitith 
Have bled, and suifer'd bonds. Of this be certain : 
Time, as he courses onwards, stOl unrolls 
The volume of Concealment. In the Future, 
As.in the optician's glassy cylinder, 
The indistinguishable blots and colours 
Of the dim Past collect and shape themselves, 
Upstarting in their own completed image 
To scare or to reward. 

I sought the guilty, 
And what I sought I found : but ere the spear 
Flew from my hand, there rose an angel form 
Betwixt me and my aim. With baffled purpose 
To the Avenger I leave Vengeance, and depart I 

Whatever betide, if aught my arm may aid, 
Or power protect, my word is pledged to thee ; 
For many are thy wrongs and thy soul noble. 
Once more, fjwewell. [Exit Alhadra. 

Yes, to the Belgic States 
We win retom. These robes, this stain'd complexion, 

w 
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Akin to falsehood, weigh upon my spirit. 
Wbate'er befalls us, the heroic Maahce 
Will grant us an asylum, in remembrance 
Of our past services. 

Zul And all the wealth, power, influence wLieh it 
yours, 
You let a murderer hold ? 

Alv. O faithful Zulimez ! 

That my return involved Ordonio's death, 

1 trast, would give roe an unmingled pang» 
Yet bearable : — but when I see my father 
Strewing his scant gray hairs, e'en on the ground, 
Which soon must be his grave, and my I'eresa — 
Her husband proved a murderer, and her infants, 
His infants — poor Teresa ! — all* would perish. 

All perish — all ! and I (nay bear with me) 
Could not survive the complicated ruin ! 

Zul» (muck affected). Nay now ! I have distrees'd 
you — you well know, 
I ne'er will quit your fortunes. True, 'tis tiresome ! 
You are a painter,* one of many fancies ! 

* The following lines I have preserred in this place, not so much as 
explanatory of the picture of the assassination, as (if I may say so 
yithoat disrespect to the Public) to gratify my own feelings, the 
passage being no mtrt fancy portrait ; but a slight, yet not unfaithful 
profile of one, (Sir George Beaumont. Written 1814.) who still MrtM, 
uobilitate felix, arte clarior vit& collendissimus. 

Zul. (speaking of Aloar in the third penon). Such was tht 

noble Spaniard^ own relation. 
He told me, too, how in his early youth, 
And his first travels, 't was his choice or chance 
To make his long sojourn in sea- wedded Venice ; 
There won the love of that divine old man, 
Courted by mightiest kings, the famous Tltiaa I 
Who, like a second and more lovely Nature, 
Br the sweet mystery of lines and colours 
Ciianged the blank canvass to a magic mirror, 
That made the Absent present ; and to Shadows 
Gave light, depth, substance, blooir Tea, thoogfat anfl puMInn* 
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Yon can call up past deeds, and make them Iiv« 
On the bUmk canyass ! and each little herh. 
That grows on mountain bleak, or tangled forest. 

Yon haye learnt to name 

Hark ! beard you not some footsteps ? 
Ah. What if it were my brother coming onwaidi I 
I sent a most mysterious message to him. 
Enter Oadokio. 
Ah, (starting) It is he ! 

Ordanio (to himself j as he enters). If I disHn • 
guishM right her gait and stature. 
It was the Moorish woman, Isidore's wife, 
That pass'd me as I enter'd. A lit taper, 
In the night air, doth not more naturally 
Attract the night-flies round it, than a conjuror 
Draws round him the whole female neighbourhood. 

[Addressing Alvar. 
Yon know my name, I guess, if not my person. 
I am Ordonio, son of the Lord Valdez. 
Alv, (with deep emotion). The Son of Valdez ! 
[Ordonio walks Uesurely round the room^ and looks 
attentvoehf at the plants. 

He loved the old man, and revered his art : 

And though of noblest birth and ample fortune, 

The young enthusiast thought it no adbm, 

But his inalienable ornament, 

To be his pupil, and with filial seal 

By practice to appropriate the sage lessons, 

Which the gay, smiling old man gladly gave. 

The Art, he honour' d thus, requited him ; 

And in the following and calamitous yean 

Beguiled the hours of his captivity. 

Alh, And then he framed this picture ? and 
By arts unlawful, spell, or talisman ! 

Aiv. A potent spell, a mighty talisman I 
Tbe imperishable memory of the deed 
Snstain'd by love, and grief, and indignation I 
80 vivid were the forms within his brain. 
Hit Teiy •yes, when shut, made pictures of them I 
rf 9 
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Zulimez (to Almr). Why, what wis y<m now f 
How your hand trembles I Alvar, ipeak I what wkli 
you? 

Ah. To fall upon his neck and weep forgiveness I 

Ord. (reiurmng, and aUmd). Pluck'd in the 
moonlight from a mined abbey — 
Those only, which the pale rays visited? 
O the unintelligible power of weeds, 
When a few odd prayers have been mutter'd o'er them. 
Then they work miracles ! I warrant you, 
There's not a leaf, but underneath it larks 
Some serviceable imp. 

There's one of yoa 
Hath sent me a strange message. 

Alv. I am he* 

Ord. With you, then, I am to sp^ak : 

[HaugktUy waving his hand to Zulimez, 
And, mark you, alone. [Exit Zulimez* 

" He that can bring the dead to life again !"— 
Such was your message. Sir ! You are no dullard, 
But one that strips the outward rind of things ! 

Alv, 'Tis fabled there are firuits with tempting rinds, 
That are all dust and rottenness within. 
Wouldst thou I should strip such ? 

Ord. ' Thou quibbling fool, 

What dost thou mean ? Think'stthoul joumey'd hither 
To sport with thee? 

Alv. O no my Lord ! to sport 

Best suits the gaiety of innocence. 

Ord, (aside). O what a thing is man ! the wisest heart 
A Fool 1 a Fool that laughs at its own folly. 
Yet still a fool 1 [Looks round the Cottage. 

You are poor I 

Alv. What follows thence ? 

Ord. ' That you would fain be richer. 
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The Inqiiisition, too— Yoa oomprebend me 7 

Tou are poor^ in periL I haye wealth and power, 

Can qaench the flame, and cure year povertj^ 

And for the boon I ask of yoa, but this, 

That yon should serve me-~onoe— for a few boon. 

Abf. (solemnfy). Thoa art the son of Vaidez ! would 
to Heavtti 
That I could truly and for ever serve thee. 

Ord, The slave begins to soften. [Ande» 

You are my friend, 
** He that can bring the dead to life again." 
Kay, no defence to me ! The holy brethren 
Believe these calumnies— I know thee better. 

(Then toith great bitterness). Thou art a man, and 
as a man I^ trust thee ! 

Alv, (aside). Alas ! this hollow mirth — Declare 
your business. 

Ord. I love a lady, and she would love roc. 
But for an idle and fantastic scruple. 
Have you no servants here, no ITstenem ? 

{Ordomo steps to the door. 

Alv. What, fidthless too ? False to his angel wife ? 
To such a wife 7 WeU mightst thou look so wan, 
Ill-starr'd Teresa !— Wretch ! my softer soul 
Is passed away, and I will probe his conscience ! 

Ord. In truth this lady loved another man. 
But he has perishM. 

Alv. What ! you kilFd him ! hey ? 

Ord. rildash thee to the earth, if thou but think'sit? 
Insolent slave ! bow daredst thou — 
{Turns aJbrwpily from AlvoTy and then to himself.) 

Why! what's this! 
T was idiocy ! I'll tie myself to an as^xin, 
And wear a fool's cap — 
Ahar. {watching his agifatf/m). Fare thee w* 
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I pity the, Ordonto^ even to angoitb. 

[Abforis reiinnfj^. 

Ordomo {having "ecowred himself). Ho ! 

'[Catting to Ahar, 

Ah). Be brief : what wish you? 

Ord. You are deep at bartering — You charge yourself 
At a round sum. Come, come, I spake unwisely. 

Alv. I listen to you. 

Ord. In a sudden tempest, 

Did Alvar perish — he, I mean — the lover — 
The fellow 

Alv. Nay, speak out ! 'twill ease your heart « 

To call him yillain ! — Why stand'st thou aghast ? 
Men think it natural to hate their rivals. 

Ord. (hesitating). Now, till she knows him dead, she 
will not wed me. 

Alv. {with eager vehemence). Are you not wedded 
then ? Merciful Heaven ! 
Not wedded to Teresa? 

Ord. Why, what ails thee ? 

What, art thou mad ? why look'st thou upward so ? 
Dost pray to Lucifer, Prince of the Air ? 

Alv. {recollecting himself). Proceed, I shall be silen t, 
[Alvar sits, and leaning on the table, hides Ms face 

Ord. To Teresa ? 

Politic wizard ! ere you sent that message, 
You had conn*d your lesson, made yourself proficient 
In all my fortunes. Hah ! you prophesied 
A golden crop ! Well, you have not mistaken — 
Be faithful to me, and I'll pay thee nobly. 

Alv. {lifting up his head). Well I and this lady ? 

Ord. If we could make her certain of his death, 
She needs must wed me. Ere her lover left her, 
She tied a litte portrait round his neck^ 
Entreating him to wear it. 
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Ahf. (stffkmgy. Yea! he did sol 

Ord. Why no ! he was afraid of accideniSy 
Of robberies, and shipwrecks, and the like. 
In secrecy he gave it me to keep, 
Till his return. 

Ah, What ! he was yonr friend, then 1 

Ord, (wounded and embarrassed). I was hisfiiend«^ 
Now that he gaye it me 
This lady knows not Yon are a mighty wizard — 
Can call the dead man np — ^he will not come — 
He is in heaven then — ^there you hare no influence :. 
Still there are tdcens — and your imps may bring yo« 
Something he wore about him when he died, 
And when the smoke of the incense on the altar 
Is passed, your spirits will have left this picture. 
What say you now ? 

Alv. {after a pause), Ordonio, I will do it. 

Ord. We'll hazard no delay. Be it to-night^ 
In the early evening. Ask for tlie Lord Valdez« 
I will prepare him. Music too, -and incense 
(For I have arranged it — Music, Altar,. Incense), 
All shall be ready. Here is this same picture, 
And here, what you will value more, a purse. 
Come early for your magic ceremonies. 

Alv, I will not fail to meet you. 

Ord, Till next we meet, farewell ! Exit Ordonio. 

Alv. (ahne^ indignantly ^flings the purse away, and 
gazes passUmatelg at the portrait). 

And I did curse thee ? 
At midnight? on my knees? and I believed 
Thee peijured, thee a traitress ! Thee dishonoured ? 
O blind and credulons fool ! O guilt of folly ! 
Should not thy inarticulate Fondness, 
Thy Infant Loves^-should not thy Maiden Vows 
Have come upon thy heart ? And this sweet Image, 
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Tied round my neck with many a chaste endearment; 

And thrilling hands, that made me weep and tremble^ 

Ah, coward dupe ! to yield it to the miscreant. 

Who spake pollution of thee ! barter for Life 

This farewell Pledge, which with impassioned Vow . 

I had sworn that I would grasp—ev'n in my deathpang 1 

I am unworthy of thy love, Teresa, 

Of that unearthly smile upon those lips. 

Which ever smiled on me ! Yet do not scorn me^ 

I lisp'd thy name, ere I had learnt my mother's. 

Dear Portrait ! rescued from a traitor's keeping, 

I will not now profane thee, holy Image, 

To a dark trick. That worst bad man shall find 

A picture, which will wake the hell within him, 

And rouse a fiery whirlwind in his conscience. 



NJ 



ACT III. 



Scene. I. — A Hall of Armory , with an Altar at the 
back of the Stage, Soft Music from an tTistrum 
ment of Glass or Steel. 
Valdez, Ordonio, and Alvar in a Sorcerer^srobe, 
are discovered, 
Ord. This was two melancholy, father. 
Vol. Nay, 

My Alvar loved sad music from a child. 
Once he was lost ; and after weary search 
We found him in an open place in the wood, 
To which spot he had follow'd a blind boy, 
Who breathed into a pipe of sycamore 
Some strangely moving notes : and these, he said, 
Were taught him in a dream. Him we first saw 
Stretch'd on the broad top of a sunny heath-bank : 
And lower down poor Alvar, fast asleep. 
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His head upon the Mind boy's dog. It pleased mt 
To mark how he had fastenM roand the pipe 
A silver toy his grandam had late given him. 
Methinks I see him now as he then lookM— 
Even so !-*-He had outgrown his iniant drea»f 
Yet still he wore it. 

Ahf, My tears must not flow ! 

I must not clasp his knees^ and cry, My father ! 
Enter Tbrbsa, and Afiatdanis. 

Ter, Lord Valdez, you have askM my presenet bere^ 
And I submit ; but (Heaven bear witness for ne) 
My heart approves it not ! 'tis mockery. 

Ord. Believe you then no preternatural inflneacel 
Believe you not that spirits throng around us ? 

Ter, Say rather that I have imagined it 
A possible thing : and it has soothed my soul 
As other fancies have ; but ne'er seduced me 
To traffic with the black and frenzied hope 
That the dead hear the voice of witch or wizard. 
{ToAhar,) Stranger, I mourn and blush to see yon here 
On such employment 1 With far other thoughts 
I left you, 

Ord, {aMde). Ha ! he has been tampering with her t 

Alv. O high-souPd maiden ! and more dear to me 
Than suits the Stranger^B name ! — 

I swear to thee 
I will uncover all concealed guilt. 
.Doubt, but decide not ! Stand ye from the altar. 

[Here a strain of music is heard from behind the 
scene, 

Alv. With no irreverent voice or uncouth clumn 
I call up the Departed ! 

Soul of Alvar ! 
Hear oxa 4oft suit, and heed my milder spell ; 
So may the Gates of Paradise, unbarr'd. 
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Cease thy swift toils ! since haply thon art OM 
Of that innumerable company 
Who in broad circle, lovelier than the rainbow^ 
Girdle this round earth in a dizzy motion^ 
With noise too vast and constant to be heard : 

Itliest unheard ! For oh, ye numberless 
And rapid travellers ! What ear unstunn'd, 
What sense unmadden'd, might bear up agfunst 
The rushing of your congregated wings? [Mtuh* 
Even now your living wheel turn o'er my head ! 

[Mudc expressive ofthernovementiondiinagm 

that follow. 
Ye, as ye pass, toss high the desert sands, 
That roar and whiten, like a burst of waters, 
A sweet appearance^ but a dread illusion 
To the parched caravan that roams by night ! 
And ye build upon the becalmed waves 
That whirling pillar, which from Earth to Heaven 
Stands vast, and moves in blackness ! Ye too split 
The ice mount ! and with fragments many and huge 
1'empest the new-thaw'd sea, whose sudden gulfi 
Suck m, perchance, some Lapland wizard skiff I 
Then round and round the whirlpool's marge ye 

dance, 
Till from the blue swoln Corse the Soul toils out. 
And joins your mighty Army. 

[Here behind the scenes a voice sings the {hrt% 

words, " Hear, sweet Spirit,'* 

Soul of Alvar ! 
Hear the mild spell, and tempt no blacker Charm I 
Bv sighs unquiet, and the sickly pang 
Of a half dead, yet still undying Hope, 
Pass visible before our mortal sense ! 
So sliall the Churches cleansing riies be tbifie^ 
He; knells and masses that redeem tiie Dead I 
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AONCI* 
Bekmd the Scenery accompanied ly tht pome Itutn^ 
ment as before,. 
Hear, sweet spirit, hear the speil^ 
Lest a blacker charm compel ! 
So shall the midnight breezes swell 
With thy deep long-lingering kneUL 

And at evening evermore^ 
In a Chapel on the shore, 
Shall the Chanters sad and saintly, 
.Yellow tapers burning faintly. 
Doleful Masses chant for thee. 
Miserere Doniine ! 

Hark ! the cadence dies away 

On the yellow moonlight sea : 
The boatmen rest their oars and say, 

Miserere Domine ! [^ hngpaum. 

Ord. The innocent obey nor charm nor spell ! 
My brother is in heaven. Thou sainted spirit, 
Burst on our sight, a passing visitant ! 
Once more to hear thy voice, once more to see thee, 
O 't were a joy to me ! 

Ah). A joy to thee ! 

What if thou heard'st him now I What if his spmif 
Re-enter'd its cold corse, and came upon thee 
With many a stab from many a murderer's poniard T 
What if (his stedfest Eye still beaming Pity 
And Brother's love) he tum'd his head aside. 
Lest he should look at thee, and with one look 
Hurl thee beyond b11 power of Penitence ? 

Vol. These are unholy fancies ! 

Ord. (struggling vnthhisfeeUngs), Yei, my fcthcif 
He is ia Heaven ! 
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Alv, (still to Ordonio), But what if he had a bro- 
ther, 
Who had lived even so, that at his dying hour 
The name of Heaven would have convulsed his face^ 
More than the death-pang ? 

Val. Idly pratmg man ! 

Thou hast guess'd ill : Don Alvar's only brother 
Stands here before thee— a father's blessing on him ! 
He is most virtuous. 

Alv, (still to Ordonio). What, if his very virtues 
Had pamper'd his swoln heart and made him proud ? 
And what if Pride had duped him into guilt ? 
Yet still he stalkM a self-created God, 
Not very bold, but exquisitely cunning ; 
And one that at his Mother's looking-glass 
Would force his features to a frowning sternness ? 
Young Lord ! I tell thee, that there are such Beings — 
Yea, and it gives fierce merriment to the damn'd. 
To see these most proud men, that lothe mankind, 
At every stir and buzz of coward ooasoienoe, 
Trick, cant, and lie^ most whining hypocrites ! 
Away^ away ! Now let me hear more music. 

l^Music again^ 

Ter. 'T is strange, I tremble at my own coiy^ture^ i 
But whatsoe'er it mean, I dare no longer 
B(8^ present at these lawless mysteries, 
This dark provoking of the Hidden Powers ! 
Ahteady I affront — ^if not high Heaven — 
Yet Alvar's Memory !— Hark ! I make appeal 
Against the unholy rite, and hasten hence 
To bend before a lawful shrine, and seek 
That voice which whispers, when the still heart listensi^ 
Comfort and faithful Hope ! Let us retire. 
^ AJv. {to Teresa anxiously^ O full of faitk and 
guileless love, thy Spirit 
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Still prompts tbee wisely. Let the pangs of guilt 
Sturprise the guilty : thou art innocent ! 

Mxewrd Teresa and Atiendanti, 
(Music as before). 
The spell is mntter'd — Comey thou wandering Shape, 
Who own'st no Master in a human eye. 
Whatever be this man's doom, fair be it, or foul ; 
If he be dead, O come ! and bring with thee 
That which he grasp'd in death ! but if he liye. 
Some token of his obscure perilous life. 

[The whole Mtisic dashes into a Chorus. 

CHORUS. 

Wandering Demons, hear the spell ! 
Lest a blacker charm compel — 
[The incense on the altar takes fire suddenly^ find 
an illuminated picture of Alvar^s assassinatiou 
is discovered, and having remained a few 
seconds is then hidden by ascending flames. 
Ord, (starting iu great agitation). Duped ! duped! 
duped I — ^the traitor Isidore ! 
[At this instant the doors are forced open, Mon* 
viedro and the Familiars of the Ittquisidouf 
Serva/nts etc. enter and fll tlie stage. 
Mono. First sieze the sorcerer ! suffer him not to 
speak! 
The holy judges of the Inquisition 
Shall hear his first words. — Look you pale,Lordyaldea? 
Plain evidence have we here of most foul sorcery. 
There is a dungeon underneath this castle. 
And as you hope for mild interpretation, 
Surrender instantly the keys and charge of it. 

Ord. (recovering himself as from stupor ^ to his ScT' 
vants). 
Why haste you not? Off with him to the dungeon ! 

[All rush out in tumult. 



02 REMORSE. 

SoBNR IL^lnteriar of a Chapel with pedntetk TFol- 
dow8. 
Enter Teresa. 

Ter. When firat I enter'd this pure spot, forebodings 
Press'd heavy on my heart : but as I knelt, 
Such calm unwonted bliss possessed my spirit, 
A trance so cloudless, that those sounds, hard by. 
Of trampling uproar fell upon mine ear 
As alien and unnoticed as the rain-storm 
Beats on the roof of some fair banquet-room, 

While sweetest melodies are warbling 

Enter Valdbz. 

fa/. Ye pitying saints, forgive a father's blindness, 
And extricate us from this net of peril ! 

Ter, Who wakes anew my fears, and speaks of peril ? 

Vol. O best Teresa, wisely wert thou prompted ! 
This was no feat of mortal agency ! 
That picture — Oh, that picture tells me all ! 
With a fash of light it came, in flames it vanish'd, 
Self-kindled, self-consumed : bright as thy Life, 
Sudden and unexpected as thy Fate, 
Alvar ! My son ! My son ! — The Inquisitor — 
J Ter. Torture me not! But Alvar~Oh of Alvar? 

Vai. How often would he plead for these Morescoes ? . 
The brood accurst ! remorseless, coward murderers ! 

Ter. (wUdlt/). So? so?-— I comprehend you— He 
is 

VoL (toith averted countenance). He is no more ! 

Ter. O sorrow ! that a father's voice should say this* 
A father's heart believe it ! 

Val. A worse sorrow 

Are Fancy's wild hopes to a heart despairing ! 

Ter. These rays that slant in through those 
gorgeous windows, 
From yon bright orb-— thoogh coloor'd as they pafs. 
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Are they not Light ?— Even so that yoice^Lord Valdei ! 
Which whispers to my soul, though haply yaried 
By many a fancy, many a wistful hope. 
Speaks yet the traih : and Alvar lives for me ! 

Vol. Yes, for three wasting years, thus and no otheri 
He has lived for thee — a spirit for thy spirit ! 
My child, we must not give religious faith 
To every voice which makes the heart a listener 
To its own wish. 

Ter. I breathed to the Unerring 

Permitted prayers. Must those remain unanswered, 
Yet impious sorcery, that holds no commune 
Save with the lying Spirit, claim belief? 

Val O not to-day, not now for the first time 
Was Alvar lost to thee — 

[Turning offy ahud, but yet as to htnuelf. 
Accurst assassins ! 
Disarmed, o'erpower^d, despairing of defence. 
At his bared breast he seem'd to grasp some relict 

More dear than was his life 

Ter. (with a faint shriek). O Heavens! iity portrait! 
And he did grasp it in his death-pang ! 

Off, Mae Demon, 
That beat'st thy black wings close above my head ! 

[Ordanioy enters with the keys of the dungeon 
in Ms hand. 
Hush! who comes here? The wi2ard Moor's em- 
ployer ! 
Moors were his murderers, you say ? Saints shield us 

From wicked thoughts 

[Valdez moves towards the back of the stage to 
meet OrdomOy and during the concluding 
thes of Teresa! s speech appears as eager^ 
convening with hinu 

/« Alvar dead? what then? 
G 2 
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The nuptial rites aad faneral shall be one t 
Here's no abiding-place for thee, Teresa — 
Away 1 they see me not — I%ou seest me, Alvar f 
To thee I bend my course. — Bot first one qnestioni 
One question to Ordonio. — My limbs tremble— 
There I may sit unmark'd-^ moment will restore me. 

[Betirei out of sight. 

Ord, (oB he odvanceB tDith Valdez). These are the 
dungeon keys. Monviedro kneW not 
That I too had received the wizard message. 
** He that can bring the dead to life again.'^ 
But now he is satisfied, I plann'd this scheme 
To work a full conrictiott on the culprit, 
And hh intrusts him wboHy to ray keeping. 

Vol. 'T is well, my son ! But have you yet dis- 
covered > 
Where is Teresa T what those speeches meant — 
Pride, and Hypocrisy, and Guilt, and Cunning T 
Then when the wizard fix'd his eye on you. 
And you, I know not why, lookM pale and trembled«> 
Why — why, what ails you now ?— 

Ord. (confuted). Me ? what ails me ? 
A pricking of the blood — It might have happen'd 
At any other time. — ^Why scan you me ? 

Yal. His speech about the corse, and stabs and 
murderers 
Bete reference to the assassins 

Ord. Duped! duped! duped! 
The traitor, Isidore ! lA pause ; then wUahf. 

I tell thee, my dear father ! 
I am most glad of this. 

VdL (confused). True — Sorcery 
Merits its doom ; and this perchance may guide DS 
To tho iiscovery of the murderers. 
I haT< iheir statures and their several faces 
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80 present to me, that but onoo to meet them 
Would be to recognize. 

Ord. Yes! yes! we recognize them 
I was benomb'dy and stagger'd op and down 
Through darkness without light— dark—dark— dark ( 
My fl^ crept chilly my limbs felt manacled. 
As had a snake coil'd round them ! — Now 't is snn- 

shine. 
And the blood dances freely through ite channels ! 

[Tum» off abruptly ; ihen to hkmat^ 
This it my yirtuousy grateful Isidore ! 

[Then ndndckmg Isidores manner and voice, 
'' A common trick of gratitude, my lord !" 
Oh Gratitude ! a dagger would dissect 
His " own fiill heart" — 't were good to see ite colour, 

Val. These magic sights! O that I ne'er had 
yielded 
To your entreaties ! Neither had I yielded 
But that, in spite of your own seeming &ith, 
I held it for some innocent stratagem, 
Which Love had prompted to remoye the donbte 
Of wild Teresa — by fancies quelling fandA ! 

Ord, (in a slow voiccj aa reasoniug to himself). 
Lovel love! and then we hate! and what? and 

wherefore t 
Hatred and love ! Fancies opposed by fancies ! 
What, if one reptile sting another reptile ! 
Where is the crime ? The goodly face of Nature 
Haih one disfeaturing stain the less upon it. 
Are we not all predestined Transiency, 
And cold Dishonour ? Grant it, that this hand 
Had given a morsel to the fiungry worms 
Somewhat too early — Where's the crime of (his? 
Thiy; this must needs bring on the idiocy 
Of moist-eved Penitence— 't is like a dream ! 
08 
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Tal Wild talk, my wn ! But &y ezoM of M* 

JUmost, I Ibar, h hath unhinged his brain. 

Ord. (now in soGloquy, and nmo addresting kU 
father: andjugt after the gpeech ha$ com,' 
menced, Teresa reappears and advances 
slowly), N 

5ayy I had laid a body in the sun ! 
Well ! in a month there swarm forth firora tiie corse 
A thousand, nay, ten thousand sentient beings 
In place of that one man. — Say, I had hiWd hire ! 

[Teresa starts^ and atopSy Ustemng. 
Yet who shall tell me, that each one and all 
Of these ten thousand lives is not as happy 
As that one life, which being push'd asid% 
Made room for these unnumber'd— • 

Vol, O mere madness ! 
[Teresa moves fiasHfy fbrwardsy and places hersdf 

dxrecthf brfore Ordonio. 
Ord, (checking the feeling ofsurprizcy and forcing Mm 

tones into an expression of playful courtesy,) 
Teiesa ? or Vb Phantom of Teresa ? 

Ter, Alas ! the Phantom only, if in truth 
The substance of her Being, her Life's life, 
Have ta'en it's flight through Alvar's deal^-wound — 

(A pause,) Where— 

(Even coward Mi^rder grants the dead a grave) 
O tell me, Yaldez ! — answer me, Ordonio ! 
Where lies the corse of my betrothed husband 7 

Ord, There, wliere Ordonio likewise would fain lie^S 
In the sleepHsompelling earth, in unpierced darkness* 
For while we Live — 
An inward day that never, never sets, 
Glares round the soul, and mocks the do^g ej^ 
lids! 
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Over liii wtky gmve the Fir-grore sighs 

A lulling oeaseleBS dirge ! 'T is weU with him. 

[Strida eff i» agtiaium toward* the aiiaTf hut 
returns cls Valdez is speakimg, 
Ter. (recoQaag with the expression appropriate to 
the passsioM}* 
The rock ! the fir-gro¥« ! [ To VeMez. 

Didst thou hear him my it ? 
Hush ! I will ftsk hhn. 

Vol. Urge him AOt—BOt now 
This we beheld. Nor Me nor I know more, 
Thui whsfi me mtgic imagery reveal'd. 

The assassin, who press'd foremost of the three 

Ord, A tender-heartedytompulotit^ ^mi/^ti/yillab, 
Whom 1 will strangle ! 
Val, (loohipg with anxums eHsquiet at his Son^ yet 
atteayvting to proceed with his description,) 

While his two companions 

Qrd. Dead ! dead already 1 what care we tor Urn 

dead? 
Val. (To Teresa), Pity him ! soothe him ! disen* 
chant his sfitit I ^ 

These snpetnatural ^ws, this strange disclosure, 
: And this too fond affection, which still broods 
O'er Alvar's &te, and still bums to avenge it— 
Theae, struggling with his hopeless love for you, 
Distemper him, and give reality 
To the creatures of his fimcy — 

Ord. Is it so? 

Yes i yes I erea like a child, that, too abruptly 
Roused by a glare of light from deepest sleep. 
Starts up bewDder'd and talks idly. 

(Then mysterioushf.) Fatiier ! 

What if the Moors that made my brother's grav^ 
Even now were digging ouiis ? What i? the boll^ 
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Though aimMy I doabt not, at the son of Vaida^ 
Yet miss'd its true aim when it fell on Alvar? 

Vol, Alvar ne'er fought against the Moors,— say 
rather, 
He was their advocate ; but you had marchM 
With fire and desolation through their villages— 
Yet he by chance was captured. 

Ord, Unknown, pertiape^ 

Captured, yet, as the son of Yaldez, murder'd. 
Leave all to me. Nay^ whither, gentle Lady ? 

Vol. What seek you now ? 

Ter. A better, surer light 

To guide me 

Both Vol. and Ord. Whither? 

Ter. To the only place 

Where life yet dwells for me, and ease of heart 
These walls seem threatening to fall in upon me I 
Detain me not ! a dim Power drives me hence, 
And that will be my guide. 

Vol. To find a lover! 

Suits that a high-bom maiden's modesty ? 

folly and shame ! Tempt not my rage, Teresa ! 
Ter. Hopeless, I fear no human being's rage. 

And am I hastening to the arms O Heaven ! 

1 haste but to the grave of my beloved I 

[JSxity Valdez following after her. 
Ord. This, then, is my reward ! and I must love her? 
Scom'd ! shudder'd at ! yet love her still ? yes ! yes ! 
By the deep feelings of Revenge and Hate 
J will still love her — woo her— Knit her too I 
{A pause) Isidore safe and silent, and the portrait 
Found on the wizard — ^he, belike, self-poisoned 

To escape the crueller flames My soul snouts 

triumph ! 
The mine is undermined ! Blood! blood I blood I 



They thint for thy blood 1 tkf Uood, C^aitf ! 

Mj 

The hont is up ! and in the midnight wood^ 
With lights to dazzle and with nets they seek 
A timid prey : and lo ! the tiger's eye 
Gkres in the red flame of his hunter's totchl 
To Isidore I will dbpatch a message^ 
And lure him to the cavern ! ay, ^at eaTem ! 
He cannot fail to find it Thither I'll lure him. 
Whence he shall never, never more return ! 

[Looki through the tkk wMom. 
A rim of the sun lies yet upon the sea. 
And now 't is gone 1 All shall he doae lo-s^ht. 



ACT IV. 

ScBNB I. — A cavern, dark, except where A gleam of 
moonlight is seen on one side at the farther end of 
it ; supposed to be cast on it from a crevice in a part 
of the cavern out of sight. Isidore alone, an extin* 
gtdshed torch in his hand. 

Id, Fidth 't was a moving letter — very moving 
'^ His life in danger, no place safe hut this ! 
'T was his turn now to talk of gratitude.'' 
And yet— but no ! there cui't be such a villain. 
It cannot be ! 

Thanks to that little crevice, 
Which lets the moonlight in ! I'll go and tktljtu 
To peep at a tree, or see a he-goat's beard, - 
Or hear a eow or two breathe loud in their sleep-* 
Any thing but this crash of water-drops ! 
These dull abortive sounds that fret the silence 
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With pony ihwartings and mock oppontion i 
So beats tiie death-watch to a dead man's ear.^ 

[He goes out of sight, opposite to the patch tif 
moonlight : returns after a minute's ekipm, iw 
an ecstasy of fear. 
A hellish pit! The very same I dreamt of! 
I was just in — and those damn'd fingers of ice 
Which clutchM my hair up ! Ha !— whaf s that— it 
moved. 
[Isidore stands staring at another recess in the 
eavem. In the mean time Ordonio enters toith 
a torch, and haUoos to Isidore, 
Isi. I swear that I saw something moving there ! 
The moonshine came and went like a flash of light- 

mng 

I swear^ I saw it move. 
Ord. (goes into tJie recess, then returns, and tmth 
great scorn). 

A jutting clay stone 
Prdps on the long lank weed^ that grows beneath : 
And the weed nods and drips. 

Isi. (forcing a laugh faintly), A jest to laugh at i 
It was not that which scared me^ good my Lord. 
Ord. What scared you, then ! 
Jn. You see that little rift ? 

But first permit me ! 
[lAgkts his torch at Ordonio' s, and while lighting iU 

(A lighted torch in the hand. 
Is no unpleasant object here — one's breath 
Floats round the flame, and makes as many colours 
As the thin clouds that travel near the moon.) 
You see that crevice there ? 
My torch extinguished by these water drops, 
And marking that the moonlight came from thence, 
I stept in to it, meiming to sit there ; 
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Bat scarcely had I measured twenty paces— 
My body bending forward, yea^ overbalanced 
Almost beyond recoil, on the dim brink' 
Of a hnge chasm I stept. The shadowy mooushina 
Filling the Void, so coonterfeited Sabstance, 
That my foot hung aslant adown the edge. 
Was it my own fear ? 

Fear too hath its instinets ! 
(And yet such dens as these are wildly told o^ 
And yet are Beings that live, yet not for the eye) 
An arm of frost above and from behind me 
Pluck'd up and snatch'd me backward. Merdfiil 

Heaven ! 
You smile ! alas, even smiles look ghastly here 1 
My Lord, I pray you, go yourself and view it. 

Ord. It must have shot some pleasant feelings 
through you. 

Jjt. If every atom of a dead man's flesh 
Should creep, each one with a particular life^ 
Yet all as cold as ever — 'twas just so ! 
Or had it drizzled needle points of frost 
Upon a feverish head made suddenly bald — 

Ord. {interrupting Mm), Why, Isidore, 

I blush for thy cowardice. It might have startled, 
I grant you, even a brave man for a moment — 
But such a panic — 

Isi. When a boy, my Lord ! 

I could have sate whole hours beside that chasm^ 
Push'd in huge stones, and heard them strike and 

rattle 
Against its horrid sides : then hung my head 
Low down, and listen'd till the heavy fragments 
Sank with faint crash in that still groaning well, 
Which never thirsty pilgrim blest, which nerei 
A Hving thing came near--finless, perchance^ 



n RB1I0B8B. 

Some blind-wonn battens on the ropy mould 
Close at it! edge. 

Ord, Art thou more coward now ? 

Id, Gall him, that feare his fellow-man, a coward! 
I fear not man— but this inhuman cavern. 
It were too bad a prison-house for goblins. 
Beside (you'll smile, my Lord), but true it is, 
My last nighf s sleep was very sorely haunted 
By what had passed between us in the morning. 

sleep of horrors t Now run down and stared at 
By Forms so hideous that they mock remembrance— 
Now seeing nothing and imagining nothing. 

But only being afraid — stifled wiUi Fear I 

While every goodly or familiar form 

Had a strange power of breathing terror round me ! 

1 saw you in a thousand fearful shapes ; 
And, I entreat your lordship to believe me, 
In my last dream 

Ord. WeUT 

Isi. 1 ¥ras in the act 

Of &lling down that chasm, when Alhadra 
Waked me : she heard my heart beat. 

Ord* Strange enough ! 

Had yon been here before? 

Isi. Never, my Lord ! 

But mine eyes do not see it now more clearly. 
Than in my dream I saw — that very chasm. 

Ord, {standi lost in thought^ then after a pause). 
I know not why it should be t yet it i»— 

Isi. What is, my Lord ? 

Ord. Abhorrent from our nature, 

To kill a man— 

Jst. Except in self-defence. 

Ord. Why, that's my case ; and yet the soul reooik 
£romit— 



rr is 00 with me at least. Bat yoiii perhapi^ 
Have sterner feelings ! 

Isi, ^ Something troubles yon. 

How ^all I serve yoa ? By the life yoa gave me^ 
By all that makes that life of valae to me, 
My wife, my babes, my honour, I swear to yoiU 
Name it, and I will toil to do the thing. 
If it be innocent ! But this, my Lord, 
Is not a place where you could perpetrate. 
No, nor propose, a wicked thing. The darkneM, 
When ten strides off, we know 'tis cheerful mooa- 

Hght, 
Ck>llects the guilt, and crowds it round the heart. 
It must be innocent. 
[Ordonio darkk/, and in the feeUng of self-juttifi^ 
catiariy tells what he conceives of his own character 
and actions, speaking of himself in the third 
person. 
Ord. Thyself be judgt. 

One of our family knew this place well. 
Isi, Who? when? my Lord? 
Ord. What boots it, who or when ? 
Hang up thy torch — I'll tell his tale to thee. 

{They hang up their torches on some ridge in the 
cavern. 
He was a man diflerent from other men, 
And he despised them, yet revered himself. 
IsL (ande). He ? He desinsed ? Thou 'rt speaking 
of thyself! 
I am on my guard, however : no surpnse. 

[Then to OrdonU. 
What ! he was mad 7 

Ord. All men seemM mad to him ! 

Nature had made him for some other planet, 
kud pressed his soul into a human shape 
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By aoddent or malice. In this worid 
He found no fit companion. 

Id. Of himself he speaks. ^ fAskkf. 

Alas! poor wretch! 
Mad men are mostly proud. 

Ord. He walk'd alone. 

And phantom thoughts unsought-for troubled him. 
Something within would still be shadowing out 
All possibilities ; and with these shadows 
His mind held dalliance. Once, as so it happened, 
A fancy cross'd him wilder than the rest : 
To this in moody murmur and low voice 
He yielded utterance, as some talk in sleep : 
The man who heard him — 

Why didst thou look round ? 

Ids I have a prattler three years old, my Lord ! 
In truth he 18 my darling. As I went 
From forth my door, he made a moan in sleep — 
But I am talking idly — pray proceed ! 
And what did this man 7 

Ord. With his human hand 

He gave a substance and reality 
To that wild fancy of a possible thing— 
Well it was done i IThen very wildly . 

Why babblest thou of guilt ? 
The deed was done, and it pass'd fairly off. 
And he whose tale I tell thee— dost thou listen ? 

Id, I would, my Lord, you were by my fire-side, 
rd listen to you with an eager eye. 
Though you began this cloudy tale at midnight ; 
But I do listen— pray proceed, my Lord. 

Ord. Where was I? 

Id. He of whom you tell the tale— 

Ord. Surveying all things with a quiet scorn. 
Tuned himself down to living purposes, 
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The occapfttions and the semblanoes 
Of ordinary men — and such he •eem'dl 
Bat that same oye&-ready agent — he — 

Isi, Ah! what ofhtm^ my Lord? 

OrcL He prored a traitof^ 

Betray'd the mystery to a broth^-traitory 
And tiiey between them hatchM a damned plot 
To hnnt him down to infiuny and death. 
What did the Yaldez? I am prood of the name^ 
Since he dared do it^ 

[Ordomo grasp$ hU tword^ and tttrm off from 
Isielare; then after a pau$eretumi» 
^ Oor links bom dimly, 

Isi. A dark tale darkly finish'd ! Nay, my lord 1 
Tell what he did. 

Ord. That which his wisdom prompted^ 
He made that Traitor meet him in this eayero, 
And here he killM the Traitor. 

Id. No! the fool! 

He had not wit enough to be a traitor. 
Poor thick-eyed beetle ! not to have foreseen 
That he who gull'd thee with a whimpered lie 
To murder his o^n brother, would not scruple 
To murder thee, if e'er his guilt grew jealous, 
And he could steal upon thee in the dark ! 

Ord. Thou wouldst not then have come, if-^— 

Isi, O yes, my Lord ! 
I would have met him arm'd, and scared the coward. 
llsidore throws off his robe; shows himself amied^ 
and draws his sword* 

Ord, Now this is excellent, and warms the blood ! 
My heart was drawing back, drawing me back 
With weak and womanish scruples. Now my Yep- 

geance 
Beckons me onwards with a warrior's mien, 
H 2 
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And claims that life, my pity robb'd her of— 
Now will I kill thee, thankless slave ! and count it 
Among my comfortable thoughts hereafter. 
Id, And all my little ones fatherless — 

Die thoo first. 
[They fight ; Ordanio disarms Isidore, and in dts^ 
arming him throws /as sword up that recess oppo^ 
site to which they were standing. Isidore hurries 
into the recess with his torch, Ordonio follows 
Mm; a loud cry of ^^ Traitor! Monster!** is 
heard from the cavern, and in a moment Ordonio 
returns alone. 
Ord. I have hurPd him down the chasm ! Treasoik 
for treason. 
He dreamt of it: henceforward let him sleep 
A dreamless sleep, from which no wife can wake him. 
His dream too is made out — Now for his friend. 

[Exit Ordonio, 

SoBNB 11*— The interior Court of a Saracenic or 
Gothic Castle, with the Iron Gate of a Dungeon 
visible. 

Ter. Heart-chilling Superstition ! thou canst glaze 
Even Pity's eye with her own frozen tear. 

* The folhmuig Scene, m mfit for the ttage, was taken from the 
Tragedy, in the year 1797, and pnUbhed in the Lyrical Ballade. Bat 
this work haring been long out of print, I have been advised to reprint 
it» as a Note to the second Scene of Act the Fourth. 

Enter Tsbssa amd Sblma. 

Ter. »T is said, he spake of you familiarly. 
As mine and Alvar's conunon foster-mother. 

Sel Now blessings on the man, whoe'er he be, 
That join»d your names with mine ! O my sweet Ladf, 
As often as I think of those dear times. 
When you two little ones would stand, at ere, 
On each side of my chair, and make me learn 
All you had learnt in the day : and how to talk 
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In vain I nrge the tortoret that await him ^ 
Even Sehna^ reverend guardian of my childhood^ 
My second mother, shuts her heart against me 1 
Well, I have won from her what most imports 
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In gentle phnae; then Md me liay to y o » 

'Tie more like heaven to come, then what A«f ba«t 

Ter, Bat that entmnee, Selmef 

Ssf. Cannoonehearf Itteaporflnitdsl 

Ter. No One. 

SeL My hnedand*B lather told it m^ 

Poor old Sedna— angels rest his sonl 1 
He was a woodman, and eoold Ml and eaw 
With lusty arm. Ton know that huge nmnd beta 
Which props the hanging wall of the old Chi^f 
Beneath that tree, while yet it waa a tree^ * 
He found a baby wrapt in mosses, Uned 
With thistle-beards, and sneh small loeks of wool 
As hang on brambles. Well, he brooght him hwi, 
And reared him at the then Lord Valdes' eoet. 
And so the babe grew up a pretty boy. 
A pretty boy, bat most anteschsble 
He nerer learnt a prayer, nor told a bead, 
Bat knew the names of birds, and modc'd di^ Mlei^ 
And whistled, as he were a bM himodf : 
And all the autumn 't was his only play 
To gather seeds of wild flowers, and to plant them 
With earth and water on the stamps of treee. 
A Friar, who gather'd simples in the wood, 
A gray-hair'd man, he lored this little boy t 
The boy lored him, and, wheif the friar tao^t him. 
He soon eoold write with the pen ; and Ikom that tteo 
liTed ehiefly at the Convent or the Castle. 
So he became a rare and learned youth : 
But O I poor wretch I he read, and read, and read. 
Till his brain tnm'd ; and ere hif twentieth year 
He had nnlawfol thoughts of many things : 
And though he pray'd, he nerer loved to pray 
With holy men, nor in a holy place. 
But yet his speech, it was so soft and sweet. 
The late Lord Valdei ne'er was wearied with him* 
And once, as by the north side of the chapel 
They stood together, chain'd in deep diseoone, 
The earth heaved under them with such a groan. 
That the waU totter'd, and had well-nigh fdlen 
Bight on their heads. My Lord was sordy frighten'A 
H 8 
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The present need, tfak secret of the dugOM, 

Known only to herself. — A Moor ! a Sorcerer 9 

No, I faftve fiutby that Nature ne'er permitted 

Baseness to wear a form so noble. True, 

I doubt not, that Ordonio had sabom'd him 

To act some part in some unholy fraud ; 

As little doubt, that for some unknown purpose 

He hath baffled his suborner, terror-struck him, 

And that Ordonio meditates revenge ! 

But my resolve is flx'd ! myself will rescue him, 

And learn if haply he know aught of Alvar. 



A ferer idsed him. Mid he msde emdtmkm 

Of mU the heretieal and lawlesa talk 

Which hroa^t this jvdfOMiitt m the yevth wee teiit^ 

And cast into that hole. Mj hnsband'a father 

Sobb'd like a ehild— it almoat broke hit heart : 

And once aa he waa working near thie dunfe<Ni» 

He heard a Toice diatinetlj ; 't was theyouth't. 

Who aung a dol^ul aong about green fields. 

How sweet it were <m lake or wide saTanna 

To hunt for food, and be a naked man, 

And wander ap and down at liberty. 

He always doted on the youth, and now 

Hii loTe grew desperate ; and de&ing death. 

He made that cunning entrance I described. 

And the young man escaped. 

Ter, 'T is a sweet tale: 

Such as would lull a listening child to sleep. 
His rosy fitee beooil'd with unwiped lean. 
And what became of him ? 

5el. He went on shipboard 

With those bold Toyagers who made discorery 
Of golden lands* Seaina's younger brother 
Went likewiser and when he retum'd to Spain, 
He told Sesina, that the poor mad youth. 
Soon after they arrired in that new world. 
In spite of his dissuasion, seised a boat. 
And all alone set sail by silent moonlight 
Up a greatrirer, great aa any aea. 
And ne'er waa heard of more : but 't is supposed* 
He livid and died among the saTSge new. 
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Enter Valdez. 

Vai, Still Old — and gazing at the massive door 
Of that fell Dongcott whick thon ne'er hadst sight of. 
Save what, perdMoce, thy infknt fancy shaped it. 
When the anrse still'd thy cries with unmeant threats. 
Now by my fidtfa, Oirl! Uiis same wizard hannts thee! 
A stately man, and eloqi^nt and tender^- 

[WUha$neer. 
Who then need wei^er if a lady nghs 
Even at the thought of wluit tiiese stern Domi- 
nicans— 

Ter, (with solemn indiffruUion)* The horror of their 
ghastly punishments 
Doth so o'ertop the height of all compassion. 
That I dumld feel too little for mine enemy. 
If it were possiUe I could feel mcnre, 
Even though the dearest inmates of our household 
Were doom'd to suffer them. That such things are— 

Vol, Hush, thoughtless woman ! 

Ter. ^^Yf ^^ wakes within me 

More than a woman's spirit. 

Val, No more of this— 

What if Monviedro or his creatures hear us ? 
I dare not listen to you. 

Ter, My honor'd Lord, 

These were my Alvar's lessons; and whene'er 
I bend me o'er his portrait, I repeat them. 
As if to give a voice to the mute image. 

Vol. ^We have moum'd for Alvar. 

Of his sad fate there now remains no doubt. 
Have I no other son ? 

Ter. Speak not of him ! 

That low imposture ! That mysterious picture t 
If this be madness, must I wed a madman ? 
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And if not madneas, there is mysteryi 

And guilt doth lurk behind it. 
Vol. Isthiswellt 

Ter. Yes, it is troth : saw you his countenanoe? 

How rage, remorse, and scorn, and stupid fear, 

Displaced each other with swift interchanges? 

that I had indeed the sorcerer's power ! 

1 would call up before thine eyes the image 
Of my betrothed Alvar, of thy first-bom ! 
His own fair countenance, his kingly forehead| 
His tender smiles, love's day-dawn on his lips ! 
That spiritual and almost heavenly light 

In his commanding eye— his mien heroic, 
Virtue's own native heraldry ! to man 
Genial, and pleasant to his guardian angel. 
Whene'er he gladden'd, how the gladness spread 
Wide round him I And when oft with swelling tears, 
Flash'd through by indignation, he bewail'd 
The wrongs of Belgium's martyr'd patriots, 
Oh, what a grief was there — for joy to envy. 
Or gaze upon enamour'd ! 

O my father ! 
Recall that morning when we knelt together. 
And thou didst bless our loves ! O even now. 
Even now, my sire ! to thy mind's eye present him, 
As at that moment he rose up before thee. 
Stately, with beaming look ! Place, place beside him 
Ordonio's dark perturbed countenance ! 
'riicii bid me (Oh thou couldst not) bid me torn 
From liim the joy, the triumph of our kind ! 
To take in exchange that brooding roan, who never 
Lifts lip his eye from the earth, unless to scowl. 

Vtil. Ungrateful woman ! I have tried to stifle 
All (»ld man's passion ! was it not enough 
That thou badst made my son a restless man, 
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Banish'd his healthy and half onhioged his naton ; 
But that thoo wilt insult him with suspicion T 
And toil to blast his honour 7 I am old, 
A comfortless old man 1 

TVrr. O Grief! to hear 

Hateful entreaties firom a Tcnce we Ioto i 

[Enter a Peasant and presents a letter to VaUeg, 

Vol. (reading it). " He dares not Tentnre hither I ** 
Why what can this mean 7 
'^ Lest the famfliars of the Inquisition^ 
That watch around my gates, should intercept him ; 
But he conjures me, that without delay 
I hasten to him — for my own sake entreats ma 
To guard from danger him I hold impnson'd — 
He will reveal a secret, the joy of which 
Will even outweigh the sorrow." — ^Why what can 

this be 7 
Perchance it is some Moorish stratagem, 
To have in me a hostage for his safety. 
Nay, that they dare not ! Ho ! collect my servants ! 
I will go thither— let them arm themselves. 

ExU VaJdez. 

Ter, (alone). The moon is high in heaven, and all 
is hush'd. 
Yet, anxious listener I I have seem'd to heur 
A low dead thunder mutter through the night. 
As 't were a giant angry in his sleep. 
O Alvar ! Alvar ! that they could return, 
Those blessed days that imitated heaven, 
When we two wont to walk at even- tide; 
When we saw nought but beauty ; when we heard 
The voice of that Almighty One who loved us 
In every gale that breathed, and wave that murmur'd I 
O we have listened, even till high- wrought pleasure 
Hath half assumed the countenance of grief. 
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And the deep sigh seem'd to heave ap a weight 
Of blissy that preae'd too heavy on the heart. 

* [Apam. 

And this majestic Moor^ seems he not one 
WhOy oft and long commoning with my Alvar, 
Hath drank in kindred lustre from his presence^ 
And guides me to him with reflected light ? 
What if in yon dark dungeon coward Treachery 
Be groping for him with envenom'd poniard-^ 
Hence, womanish fears, traitors to love and duty— 
ril free him. [Exit Teresa. 

SoBNB III. — I7u Mountains hy moonUgJit. Alha- 
DBA alone m a Moorish dress* 

Alh. Yon han^g woods, that touch'd by autumn 

seem 
As they were blossoming hues of fire and gold ; 
The flower-like woods, most lovely in decay. 
The many clouds, the sea, the rocks, the sands, 
Lie in the silent moonshine : and the owl, 
(Strange ! very strange !) the screech-owl only 

wakes! 
Sole voice, sole eye of all this world of beauty ! 
Unless, perhaps, she sing her screeching song 
To a held of wolves, that skulk athirst for blood. 
Why such a thing am I ? — Where are these men ? 
I need the sympathy of human faces. 
To beat away this deep contempt for all things, 
Which quenches my revenge. Oh ! would to Alia, 
The raven, or the sea-mew, were appointed 
To bring me food ! or rather that my soul 
Could drink in life from the universal air ! 
It were a lot divine in some small skiff 
Abng some Ocean's boundless solitude, 
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To float for ever with a carelev coone. 
And think myself the only being alive ! 

My children ! — Isidore's children ! — Son of YaMez, 
This hath new-strong mine arm. Thon coward tymnt * 
To stopify a woman's heart with anguish, 
mi she forgot— even that she was a modier ! 
[She fixtM her eye en the earth. Then drop in one 
after another^ from different parte of the stage, a 
connderable number of MoreecoeMy aU in Moorish 
garments and Moorish armour. They form a circle 
at a distance round AJhadrOy and remain nlent till 
the second in command^ Naand^ enters^ distinguished 
by his dress and armour^ and by the nlent ohcisuKce 
paid to him on his entrance by the other Moors. 

Nao. Woman ! may Alia and the Prophet bless tliec ! 
We have obey'd thy call. Where is our chief? 
And why didst thou enjoin these Moorish garments ? 

Alh. (raising her eyes, and loohing round on (lie 
circle). 
Warriors of Mahomet ! fiuthful in the battle ! 
My countrymen ! Come ye prepared to work 
An honourable deed ? And would ye work it 
In the slave's garb ? Curse on those Christian rubes I 
They are spell-blasted : and whoever wears them, 
* His arm shrinks wither'd, his heart melts away. 
And his bones soften. 

Nao. Where is Isidore ? 

Alh. (jai a deep low voice), This night I went from 
forth my house, and left 
His chUdren all asleep : and he was living I 
And I retum'd and found them still asleep. 
But he had perish'd 

AU the Morescoes. Perish'd? 

Alh. Hehadperish'dl 
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Sleep on, poor babes ! not one of yon doth know 
That he is fatheriess — a desolate orphan 1 
Why should we wake them ? can an in&nt's arm 
Revenge his murder? 

One Maresco. (to another). Did she say his murder? 

Nao. Murder? Notmunler'd? 

Alh, Murder'd by a Christian ! 

[They aJl at once draw their $ahre9. 

AUi. (to Naomi, who advances Jrom the circle). 
Brother of Zagri ! fling away thy sword ; 
This is thy chieftain's i [He steps forward to take it. 

Dost thou dare receive it ? 
For I have sworn by Alia and the Prophet, 
No tear shall dim these eyes, this woman's heart 
Shall heave no groan, till I have seen that sword 
Wet with the life-blood of the son of Valdez ! 

[A pause, 
Ordonio was your chieftain's murderer ! 

Nao. He dies, by Alia. 

AU (kneeling). By AUa I 

Alh. This night your chieftain arm'd himself. 
And hurried from me. But I follow'd him 
At distance, till I saw him enter — there ! 

Nao. The cavern ? 

Alh. Tes, the mouth of yonder cavern. 
After a while I saw the son of Valdez 
Rush by with flaring torch ; he likewise entered. 
There was another and a longer pause ; 
And once, methought I heard the clash of swords ! 
And soon the son of Valdez reappear'd : 
He flung his torch towards the moon in sport, 
And seem'd as he were mirthful ! I stood listening, 
Impatient for the footsteps of my husband 1 

Nao, Thou calledst him ? 

Alh, I crept into the cavern— 
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T was dark and yery silent [Then wildfy. 

Whatsaidstthon? 
No ! no ! I did not dare call Isidore, 
Lest I should hear no answer ! A brief whiles 
Belike, I lost all thought and memory 
Of that for which I came ! After that pause, 

Heaven I I heard a groan, and followed it : 
And yet another groan, which goided me 
Into a stmnge recess a nd there was Ughty 

A hideous tight ! his tordi lay on the ground ; 
If s flame burnt dimly o'er a chasm's brink : 

1 spake ; and whilst 1 spake, a feeble groan 

Came itom that chasm ! it was his last I his death- 
groan! 

Nao. Comfort bar, ADa. 

Alh. I stood in unimaginable trance 

And agony thai cannot be remember'd. 
Listening with horrid hope to hear a groan ! 
But I had heard his last : my husband's death-groan ! 

Nao. Haste! let us onwfurd. 

Alh. I lo^'d fkr down the pit— 

My sight was bounded by a jutting fragment : 
And it was stain'd wi^ blood. Then fint I shriek'd, 
My eye-balls bunt, ray brain grew hot as fire. 
And all the hanging drops of the wet roof 
Tum'd into blood — I saw them turn to blood ! 
And I was leaping wildly down tlie chasm, 
When on the further brink I saw his sword, 
And it said, Yengeance l^Curses on my tongue t 
The moon hath moved in Heaven, and I am here, 
And he hath not had vengeance ! Iridore I 
Spirit of Isidore! thy murderer lives I 
Away! away! 

AIL Away! away! 

[She rushes off, da/oUowlnff hef» 
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ACT V. 

SoENE I.— il Dungeon 
Altar (ahne) rises slowly from a bed ofreeoi. 

Ah). And this place my forefathers made for man ! 
This is the process of our love and wisdom 
To each poor brother who offei^ds against us— 
Most innocent, perhaps— and what if guilty t 
Is this the only cure 7 Merciful God I 
Each pore and natural outlet shrivell'd up. 
By ignorance and parching poverty, 
His energies roll back upon his heart, 
And stagnate and corrupt, till, changed to poison, 
They break out on hun, like a loathsome plague-spot ! 
Then we call in our pamper'd mountebanks : 
And this is their best cure ! uncomforted 
And friendless solitude, groaning and tears, 
And savage fi9ices, at the clanking hour. 
Seen through the steam and vapours of his dungeon 
By the lamp's dismal twilight ! So he lies 
Circled with evil, till his very soul 
Un moulds its essence, hopelessly deformed 
By sights of evermore deformity I 
With other ministrations thou, O Nature*. 
Healest thy wandering and distempered chHd : 
Tliou'pourest on him thy soft influences. 
Thy sunny hues, fiur forma, and breathing sweets ; 
Thy melodies of words, and winds, and waters ! 
Till he relent, and can no more endure 
To be a jarring and a dissonant thing 
Amid this general dance and minstrelsy ; 
But, bursting into tears, wins back his way, 
f lis angry spirit heal'd and harmonized 
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By the benignant toaoh of love and beanty. 
I am chill and weary ! Yon rude bench of stone. 
In that dark angle, the sole resting-place ! 
But the self-approving mind b its own light. 
And life's best warmth still radiates from the heart 
Where Love sits brooding, and an honest purpose. 

[JRetires out qftighi. 

Enter Tbbbsa with a Taper. 

Ter, It has chill'd my very life— my own Totca 
scares me! 
Yet when I hear it not, I seem to lose 
The substance of my being — my strongest grasp 
Sends inwards but weak witness that I am. 
I seek to cheat the echo. — How the half sounds 
Blend with this strangled light ! Is he not here — 

[Looking round* 
O for one human face here— but to see 
One human &ce here to sustain me. — Courage ! 
It is but my own fear f The life within me, 
It sinks and wavers like this cone of flame. 
Beyond which I scarce dare look onward ! Oh ! 

[SJaMering, 
If I fiiint ! If this inhuman den should be 
At once my death-bed and my burial vault ! 
[Fcantly screami as Ahar emerges from tlie recess. 
Alo. (rushes towards her^ and catches her as she is 
faJUng). 

gracious Heaven ! it is, it is Teresa f 

1 shall reveal myself I The sudden shock 
Of rapture will blow out this spark of lif^ 
And Joy complete what Terror has begun. 
O ye impetuous beatings here, be still ! 
Teresa, best-beloved! pale, pale, and cold . 
Her pulse doth flutter! Teresa! my Teresa I 

X 2 
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Ter. (recovering f looks round wildly)^ I heard % 
voice ; but often in my dreams 
I hear that voice ! and wake and try— and try^ 
To hear it wakmg ! but I never could — 
And 't is BO now — even so ! Well : he is dead— 
Murder'd^ perhaps ! And I am faint, and feel 
As if it were no painful thing to die ! 
Alv, (eagerly). Believe it not, sweet maid ! Beliere 
it not, 
Beloved woman ! 'T was a low impostorei 
Framed by a guilty wretch. 
Ter. {retires from Mm, and feebly supports h/erseXf 
against a pillar of the dungeon). 

Ha ! who art thou ? 
Alv. (exceeding^ affected). Suborn'd by his 

brother — 
Ter. Didst tkou murder him ? 

And dost thou now repent ? Poor troubled man, 
I do forgive thee, and may Heaven forgive tbee ! 
Ah. Ordonio— he — 

Ter. If thou didst murder him— 

His spirit ever at the throne of God 
Asks mercy for thee : prays for mercy for thee. 
With tears in Heaven ! 

Alv. Alvar was not murdered. 

Be calmt Be calm, sweet maid I 

Ter. (vnldfy). Nay, nay, but tell me ! 

[A pause; then presses her forehead. 
O 'tis lost again 1 
This dull confused pain — 

[A pause ; she gaaes at Alvar. 
Mysterious man ! 
Methinka I cannot fear thee : for thine eye 
Doth swim with love and pity— Well ! Ordonio— 
Oh mv foreboding heart ! and he suborn'd thee^ 
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And thou didst qmre his life? BletnUigt shower oa 

thee. 
As many as the drops twice counted o'er 
In the fond fiiithful heart of his Teresa ! 

Aiv. I ean endure no more. The Moorish Sor- 
cerer 
Exists but in the stain apon his face. 
That pictore — 

Ter. (advanees towardi kim). Ha ! speak on ! 

Abf, Beloyed Teresa! 

It told bnt half the tmth. O let this portrait 
Tell all— that Alvar liYes—that he is here ! 
Thy moch deceived bat ever fiiithfal Alvar. 

[Takes her portrait from hU neck, and gives it her. 

Ter. (recdmng the portrait). The same— it is the 
same. Ah ! who art thou ? 
Nay I will call thee^ Alyab ! [She falls on his neck 

Alv. O joy onotterable ! 

But hark ! a soond as of removing bars 
At the dungeon's outer door. A brief, brief while 
Conceal thyself^ my love ! It is Ordonio. 
For the honour of our race^ for our dear fiither ; 
O for himself too (he is still my brother) 
Let me recall him to his nobler nature. 
That he may wake as from a dream of murder ! 
O let me reconcile him to himself, 
Open the sacred source of penitent tears, 
And be once more his own beloved Alvar. 

Ter. O my all virtuous love ! I fear to leave thee 
With that obdurate man. 

Alv. Thou dost not leave me ! 

But a brief while retire iuto the darkness: 
O that my joy could spread its sunshine round thee . 

Ter. The sound of thy voice shall be my music I 

[Retiring f she returns hastUy and embraces AlvaSm 
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Alnur ! my Alvar ! am I sure I hold thee? 
Is it no dream 7 thee in ray arms, my Alvar ! [Exit. 
[A noise at the Dungeon door. It opens, and 
Ordomo enters, with a goblet in his hand, 

Ord, Hail, potent wizard ! iu my gayer mood 
I pour'd forth a libation to old Pluto, 
And as I brimm'd the bowl, I thought on thee. 
Thou hast conspired against my life and honour. 
Hast trick'd me foully ; yet I bate thee not. 
Why should I hate thee ? this same world of ours, 
'T is but a pool amid a storm of rdn. 
And we the aur-bladders that course up and down, 
And joust and tilt in merry tournament ; 
And when one bubble runs foul of another, 

[Waving his hand to Ahar, 
The weaker needs must break. 

Ahf, I see thy heart ! 

There is a frightful glitter in thine eye 
Which doth betray thee. Inly-tortured man ! 
This is the revelry of a drunken anguish. 
Which fain would scoff away the pang of guilt, 
And quell each human feeling. 

Ord. Feeling! feeling! 

The death of a man — the breaking of a bubble — 
'T is true I cannot sob for «noh misfortune ; 
But faintness, cold and hunger — curses on me.^ 
If willingly I e'er inflicted them ! 
Come, take the beverage ; this chill place demands it. 
[Ordonxo proffers the goblets 

Alv. Yon insect on the wall, 
Which moves this way and that its hundred limbs. 
Were it a toy of mere mechanic craft. 
It were an infinitely curious thing I 
But it has life, Ordonio ! life, enjoyment ! 
And by the power of its miraculous will . 
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Wields all the complex moyemenli of ito firame 

Unerringly to pleftsurable ends ! 

Saw I thai insect on this goblet's bnm, 

I would remove it with an anxious pitj i 

Ord. What meanest thou ? . 

Aiv. There 's poison in the wine. 

Ord» Thoa hast gness'd aright ; there 's poison in 
the wine. 
There 's poison in 't— which of u two shall drink it ? 
For one of ns mnst die ! 

Ah). Whom dost thon think me ? 

Ord. Hie accomplice and sworn firiend of Isidore. 

Alv, I know him not. 

And yet methinks I have heard the name but lately. 
Means he the husband of the Moorish woman ? 
Isidore? Isidore? 

Ord, Good ! good ! that lie ! by heaven it has re- 
stored me. 
Now I am thy master ! Villain ! thon shalt drink it. 
Or die a bitterer death. 

Alv, What strange solution 

Hast thou found out to satisfy thy fears. 
And drug them to unnatural sleep? 

[Alvar takes the goblety and throwing U to the 
ground with stem contempt, 

/My master 1 
Thou mountebank ! 
Alv, Mountebank and villain ! 

What then art thou ? For shame, put up thy sword ! 
Wliat boots a weapon in a witber'd arm ? 
1 fix mine eye upon thee, and tiieu tremblest ! 
I speak, and fear and wonder crush thy rage. 
And turn it to a motionless distraction ! 
Thou blind self-worshipper ! thy pride, thy cunning, 
Thy faith in universal villanv. 
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Thy shallow sophiBms, thy pretended looni 

For all thy human brethren — out upon them ! 

What have they done for thee 7 have they given thee 

peace? 
Cured thee of starting in thy sleep? or made 
The darkness pleasant when thou wakest at midnight? 
Art happy when alone ? Canst walk by thyself 
With even step and quiet cheerfulness ? 
Yet, yet thou mayest be saved 

Ord, (yacantfy repeating tim wards). Saved? saved? 

Ah). One pang ! 

Could I call up one pang of true Remorse ! 

Ord. He told me of the babes that prattled to him, 
His fatherless little ones ! Remorse! Remorse! 
Where gotfst thou that fooPs word? Curse on 

Remorse ! 
Can it give up the dead^ or recompact 
A mangled body P mangled—dash'd to atoms ! 
Not all the blessings of a host of angels 
Can blow away a desolate widow's curse ! 
And though thou spill thy heart's blood for atonement. 
It will not weigh against an orphan's tear ! 

Alv. (almost overcofne by his feelings). But Alvar— 

Ord. Ha ! it chokes thee in the throat. 

Even thee ; and yet I pray thee speak it out ! 
Still Alvar ! Alvar I— howl it in mine ear; , 
Heap it like coals of fire upon my heart, 
And shoot it hissing through my brain I 

Ah. Alas ! 

That day when thou didst leap from off the rock 
Into the waves, and grasp'd thy sinking brother. 
And bore him to the strand ; then, son of Yaldei, 
How sweet and musical the name of Alvar I 
Then, then, Ordonio, he was dear to thee. 
And thou wert dear to him \ Heaven only knows 
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How yery dear thoawert! Why didtt thoa hate bim > 

beavea 1 how he woold fidl apoa thy neck. 
And weep forgiveaeM ! 

Ord. Spirit <tf the dead I 

Methinki I know thee 1 ha ! my bram tarns wild 
At its own dreams 1 — off— off^ fiuitastic shadow 1 
AIv. IftdnwonUltelltheewhatlMir batdarenott 
Ord. Cheat 1 yiUain ! traitor I whatsoerer thoo be — 

1 fear thee, man 1 

2V. (rttM/igr mii amdfoBmff ^n JJpar^s m€ck). 
Ordonio 1 H is thy brother. 

[Ordonio with frantic wiUbie$9 rmu upon Alvar 
with Ms 9ward. TeretaJSngB htneff' on Ofdo' 
nio ond orrestt his ortn. 

Slop, madman, stop. 
Ah. Does then this thin disguise impoietrably 
Hide Alvar firom thee f Toil and painM wonnds 
And long imprisonment in unwholesome dungeons. 
Have marr'd perhaps all trait and lineament 
Of what I was ! But ehiefly, chiefly, brotho* 
My anguish for thy guilt ! 

Ordonio— Brother ! 
Nay, nay, thou shalt embrace me. 
Ord. {drawing baeh and gazing at Ahar with a 
countenanee of at once awe and terror). 

Touch me not ! 
Touch not poUutioo, Alvar I I will die. 

[He attempts tofaU on his sword: Alvar and 
Teresa prevent Mm. 
Alv. We will find means to save your honour. Live, 
Oh live, Ordonio 1 for our fiUher's sake 1 
Spare his gray hairsl 

Ter. And you may yet be happy* 

Ord. O horror I not a thousand years in heaven 
Could recompose this miserable hearty 
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Or make it capable of one brief joy 1 

Live I live I Why yes ! 't were well to live with you • 

For is it fit a viilain should be prood t 

My brother I I will kneel to yon^ my brother! 

lEneeUng. 
Forgive me, Alvar ! — Cune me with forgiveness I 
Ah. Gall back thy sonl, Ordonio^ and look round 
thee: 
Now is the time for greatness I Think that Heaven— 
Ter, O mark his eye I he hears not what yoo say. 
Ord, (pomting at the vacancy). Yes, mark hit eye 1 
there 's ftucination in it I 
Thou saidst thon didst not know him—That is he I 
He comes npon me t 
Ah. Healy O heal him, heaven 1 

Ord. Nearer and nearer 1 and I cannot stir t 
Will no one hear these stifled groans, and wake me? 
He would have died to save me, and I kiU'd him— 
A husband and a father ! 

Ter. Some secret poison 

Drinks up his spirits I 
Ord. {fiercely y recoUecting himself). Let thi eter- 
nal Justice 
Prepare my punishment in the obscure world-* 
I will not bear to live — to live — O agony ! 
And be myself alone my own sore torment ! 

[The doors of the dungeon are broken open, and 
in rushAlhadray and the band ofMorescoes. 
Alh. Seize first that man ! 

[Alvar presses onward to defend Ordtmio. 
Ord. Off, ruffians I I have flung away my sword. 
Woman, my life is thine ! to thee I give it I 
Off I he that touches me with his hand of flesh, 
ni rend his limbs asunder I I have strength 
With thL bare arm to scatter you like ashes. 
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Alh. Mjhnsbuid— 

OrcL Yes, I mnrder'd him most foully. 

Ah.andTer. O horrible 1 

Alh, Why didst thou leave his children 7 

Demoiiy thoa shonldst have sent thy dogs of hell 
To lap their blood ! Then^ then I might have harden*d 
My sonl in misery^ and have had comfort 
I would have stood fkr off, quiet though dark. 
And bade the race of men raise up a mourning 
For a deep horror of desolation. 
Too great to be one soul's particular lot ! 
Brother of Zagri ! let me lean upon thee. 

[StruggUng to stqtpresi her feelings. 
The time is not yet come for woman's anguish. 
I have not seen hia blood— Within an hour 
Those little ones will crowd around and ask me. 
Where is our fiither ? I shall curse thee then ! 
Wert thou in heaven, my curse would pluck thee 
thence! 

Ter, He doth repent ! See, see, I kneel to thee ! 
O let him live I That aged man, his fiither 

Alh. (stemlg). Why had he such a son ? 

[Shouts Jrom the distance of Rescue ! Rescue I 
Alvarl Alvar! and the voice of Valdez heard, 

AOi, Rescue P--and Isidore's Spirit unavenged ? 
The deed be mine ! [Suddenly stabs Ordofdo, 

Now take mg life ! 

Ord (staggering from the wound). Atonement! 

Alv, (whUe with Teresa supporlxng Ordonio), Arm 
of avenging Heaven, 
Thou hast snatch'd from me my most cherish'd hope. 
But go 1 my word wa3 pledged to thee. 

Ord. Away ! 

Bmve not my Other's rage ! I thank thee [ Thou— 
[Then turning his eyes languidly to Alvar. 
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She hath ayenged the hlood of laidofo I 

I stood in silence like a riave before her. 

That I might taste the wormwood and the gall, 

And satiate this self-accusing heart 

With bitterer agonies tlutn death can give. 

Forgive me^ Alvar 1 

Oh ! eouldst ihott forget me ! Diei. 
[Alvarand Tema bend met the hotfy ef Ordonio. 
Alh. (to the Moan). I thank thee. Heaven ! thoa 
hast ordain'd it wisdy> 
That still extremes bring their own aire. That point 
In misery, which midces the of>pre6Bed Mali 
Regardless of his own life, makes him too 
Lord of the Oppressor's — Knew I a hundred men 
Despairing, but not pakied by despair, 
This arm should shiJce the Kingdoms of the Worid ; 
The deep foundations of iniquity 
Should sink away, earth groaning from beneath them ; 
The strong-holds of the cruel men should fall, 
Theur Temples and ^ir mountainous Towel's should 

fall; 
Till Desolation seem'd a beautiful thing. 
And all that were, and had the Spirit of Life, 
Sang a new song to her who had gone forth, 
^nquering and still to conquer ! 
TAlhadra hurries off with the Moors; the stcLffeJUU 
with armed Peasants and Servants, ZuUmez and 
¥ aldez at their head. Valdez rushes into Atvar's 
arms. 
Ah. Turn not thy face that way, my fether ! hide. 
Oh hide it from his eye ! Oh let thy joy 
Flow in unmingled stream through thy first blessing. 

IBoth kneel to Valdez. 
Ted. My Son! My Alvarl bless. Oh bless him. 
Heaven! 
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Tar. Me too, my father? 

VaL Bless, Oh bless my children I 

lBaihri$e. 

Ah, Delights so folly if unaUoy'd with grief. 
Were ominous. In these strange dread erents 
Just Heaven instmcts ns with an awful voice, 
That Conscience rules us e'en against our choice. 
Our inward monitress to guide or warn, 
If listen'd to ; but if repell'd with scorn. 
At length as dire Remorse, she reappears, 
Works in our guilty hopes, and selfish fears I 
Still bidff, Remember ! and still cries, Too late I 
And while she scares us, goads us to our &te. 
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PBBFACB OF THE TRANSLATOB. 

T wu my intention to have prefixed a Life of Walienttein to this 
Uransbtion ; bat I foond that it mnit eitlier have occnpled a tpact 
wholly disproportionate to the natnre of tlie pablication, or have been 
merely a meagre eatalogae of event* narrated not more folly than 
they already are in the Play itself. The recent translation, like- 
wise, of Schiller's " History of the Thirty Years' War" diminished 
the motives thereto. In the translation 1 endeavoared to render my 
Author UUraUg whererer I was not prevented by absolate ditferencet 
of idiom ; bat I am consciooa, tlut in two or three short passages I 
have been gnllty of dilating the original ; and, from anxiety to give 
the fall meaning, have weakened the force. In the metre I have 
availed myself of no other liberties than those which Schiller had 
permitted to himself, except the occasional breaking- op of the line 
by the sabatitntlon of a trochee for an iambic ; of which liberty, so 
frsqaent in Mir tragedies, I find no instance in these dramas. 

S. T. COLERIDGE. 
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THE PICCOLOMINI, &e. 

ACTL 

60BNB h^An old OotMc Chamber in the QntneiU 
hatue at Ptisen, decorated toith Coiours and other 
War Insignia, 

lujo, with BuTUBR and Isolani. 

lUo. Ys have come kte — ^bot ye are come ! The 
distanoey 
Count Isolan, excuses yoor delay. 

Iso, Add this too, that we come not empty handed. 
At Dobauwert * it was reported to us, > • 

A SweUlish caravan was on^tyway, 
Transporting a rich cargo of provision, . 
Almost six hundred waggons. This my Croats 
Plunged down upon and seized, this weighty prize ! — 
We bring it hither 

Ulo. Just in time to baquet 

The illustrious company assembled here. 

But. 'Tis all alive ! a sturring scene here ! 

Iso. Ay! 

The very churches are full of soldiers. 

(Ckuts his eye around.) 
And in the Council-house too, I observe. 
You're settled, quite at home ! Well, well ! we soldien 
Must shift and suit us in what way we can. 

lUo. We have the Colonels here of thurty regimenta. 
You'll find Count Tertsky here, and Tiefenbach, 
Kolatto, Goetz, Maradas, Hinnersam, 

* A town aboot twelve German miles N. B. of Ukn* 

Kd 
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The Piccoloroini, both son and father— 
You'll meet with many an unexpected g^reeting 
Prom many an old friend and acquaintance. Only 
Galas is wanting etilly and Atringer. 

But. Expect not Galas. 

lUo, (hesitating). How so? Do yon know 

Iso. (interrupting hhn) MaXi Piocolomini here I— 
O bring me to him. 
I see him yet, ('tb now ten years ago. 
We were engaged with Mansfield- hard by Dessau) 
I see the youth, in my mind's eye I see him, 
Leap his black war-hone fiom tiie bridge adown. 
And f ward his father, then in extreme peril, 
Beat up against the strong tide of the Elbe. 
The down was scarce upon his chin ! I hear 
He has made good the promise of his youth. 
And the full hero now is finished in him. 

lUo. You'll see him yet ere eyening. He conduct! 
The Duchess Friedland hither, and the Princess * 
From Carnthen. We expect them here at noon. 

But. Both wife and detughter does the Duke call 
hither? 
He crouds in visitants from all sides, 

Iso. Hm ! 

So much the better 1 I had fram'd my mind 
To hear of nought but warlike circum s tanc e , 
Of marches, and attacks, and batteries : 
And lo ! the Duke provides, that something too 
Of gentler sort, and lovely, should be present 
To feast our eyes. 

lUo. (who has been standing in the attitude of me-* 
ditation^ to Butler ^ whom he leads a little an 
one side.) 

Dnkes in Germany being always reigning powers, their toai 
fters are entitled Princes and Princesses. 
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And how came yon to know 
That the Count Gralas jmns ns not ? 

But. BeetBM 

He importon'd me to remain bdihud. 

lUo. (with warmth) And yon? — Yon hold cot 
firmly? 
{Oratping hU hand with ojffection,) 

Noble Bntler! 

But. After the obligation whidi the Doke 
Had lay'd so newly on me 

lUo. I had forgotten 

A pleasant duty — Mijor General, 
I wish you joy ! 

Iso. What, you mean of his regiment ? 
I hear, too, that, to make the gift still sweeter, 
The Duke has given him the very same 
In which he first saw service, and since then, 
Work'd himself, step by step, thro' each preferment, 
From the ranks upwards. And verily, it gives 
A precedent of hope, a spur of action 
To the whole corps, if once in their remembrance 
An old deserving soldier makes his way. 

But. Z am perplexed and doubtful, whether or no 
I dare accept this your congratulation. 
The Emperor has not yet confirmed th' appointment. 

Iso. Sieze h, fri^d! Sieze it! The hand which in 
that post 
Placed you, is strong enough to keep you there, 
Spite of the Emperor and his Ministers ! 

lUo. Ay, if we would but so consider it ! — 
If we would oi? of us consider it so ! 
The Emperor gives us nothing ; fi^m the Duke 
Comes all — whatever we hope, whate'er we have. 

Iso. (to lUo) My noble brother! did I tell you how 
The Duke will satisfy my creditors ? 



104 THX PIOCOLOMIMI ; OBy THS' 

Will be bimself my banker for the fiitare, 
Make me once more a creditable man 1^-— 
And this is now the third time, think of that ! 
This kingly-minded man has rescued me 
From absolute ruin, and restored my honour. 

lUo, O that his power but kept pace with his wishes! 
Why, friend ! he'd give the whole world to his soldiers. 
But at Vienna, brother! — there's the grieyance ! — 
What politic schemes do they not lay to shorten 
His arm, and, where they can, to clip his pinions. 
Then these new dainty requisitions ! these, 
Which this same Questenberg brings hither ! 

But. Ay, 

These requisitions of the Emperor— 
I too have heard about them ; but I hope 
The Duke will not draw back a single inch t 

lUo, Not from his right most surely, unless first 
— From office ! 

But. (shocked and confused) Know you aught 
then ? You alarm me. 

Iso. {at the same time with Butler y and in a hurry ^^ 
ing voice.) We should be ruin'd, every one of us ! 

lOo. No more! 

Yonder I see our worthy friend * approaching 
With the Lieutenant-General, Piccolomini. 

B%U. (shaking his head dgnificantfy) I fear we 
shall not go hence as we came. 



SOBNB II. 

Enter OoTAYio, Piccolomini, and Qubstbnbbro. 
Oct, (still in the distance) Ay, ay I more still ! still 



more new visiters ! 

* Spoken with a nieer. 
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Acknowledge, friend ! that never was a camp. 
Which held at once so many heads of heroes. 

{Approaching nearer.') 
Welcome, Count Isolani ! 

Igo, My noble brother, 

Even now am I arrived; it had been else my duty — 

Oct. And Colonel Bader — tmst me, I rejoice 
Thus to renew acqaaintance with a man 
Whose worth and services I know and honour. 
See, see, my fnend ! 

There might we place at once bef<n*e our eyes 
The sum of war's whole trade and mystery — 

{To Ctuestenberg^ presenting Butler and I$0' 
lani at the same time to him,) 
These two the total sum— Strength and Despatch. 

Q^es, {to Octavio,) And lo ! betwixt them both 
ezperienc'd Prudence ! 

Oct. {presenting Questenberg to Butler and Iso* 
lani.) 
The Chamberlain and War-commissioner Questenberg, 
The bearer of the Emperor's behests. 
The long-tried friend and pation of all soldiers. 
We honour in this noble visiter. {Universal sUence.) 

lUo. {moving towards Que**enberg.) 'Tis not the 
first time, noble Ministei. 
Tou have shown our camp this 1 onour. 

Q^es. Ox)pe I eforc 

I stood before these colours. 

lUo. Perchance, too, you rememi er where that was. 
It was at Znaim * in Moravia, when« 
You did present yourself uppn the pa "t 
Of th' Emperor, to supplicate our Dul e 
That he would straight assume the chief *ommand. 

* A town not fax firom tht Mine-mountain*, on tlio high ntA bom 
Viauu to Prague. 
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Qjues, To tuppUctUe? Nay, noble General I 
80 far extended neither my commission 
(At least to my own knowledge) nor my zeal 

lUo. Well, well then — to compel him, if you choose* 
I can remember me right well. Count Tilly 
Had suffered total rout upon the Lech. 
Bavaria lay all open to the enemy. 
Whom there was nothing to delay from pressing 
Onwards into the very heart of Austria. 
At that time you and Werdenberg appear'd 
Before our General, storming him with prayers. 
And menacing the Emperor's displeasure. 
Unless he took compassion or ^his wretchedness. 

Iso. (steps up to them.) Yes, v«8, 'tis comprehensible 
enough, 
Wherefore with your commission of to-day 
You were not all too willing to remember 
Your former one. 

Q^es. Why not. Count Isolan ? 

No contradiction sure exists between them. 
It was the urgent business of that time 
To snatch Bavaria from her enemy's hand ; 
And my commission of to<day instructs me 
To free her from her good friends and protectors. 

lUo. A worthy office ! After with our blood 
We have wrested this Bohemia from the Saxon, 
To be swept out of it is all our thanks, 
The sole reward of all odr hard-won victories. 

Q^e8, Unless that wretched land be doomed to suffer 
Only a change of evils, it must be 
Freed from the scourge alike of friend and foe. 

lUo. What ? 'Twas a iavourable year ; the Boors 
Can answer fresh demands already. 

Qiues, Nay, 

If jfou discourse of herds and meadow-grounds—* 
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l9o. The war maintaiiw the war. Are the Boon 
min'd, 
The Emperor gains so many more new soldiers. 

Qties. And is the poorer by even so many subjecta. 

l9o. Poh! We are all his subjects. 

Qtieff. Yet with a difference, General ! The one fill 
With profitable industry the purse. 
The others are well skill'd to empty it. 
The sword has made the Emperor poor ; the plough 
Must reinvigorate his resources. 

Ito. Sure! 

limes are not yet so bad. Methinks I see 

{examining with his eye the dreu and amo' 
ment cf QfUMtenberg) 
Good store of gold that still remains unccnn'd. 

Ques . Thank Heaven ! that means have been found 
out to hide 
Some little from the fingers of the Croats. 

lUo. There ! The Stawata and the Martinitz, 
On whom the Emperor heaps his gifts and graces. 
To the heart-burning of all good Bohemians — 
Those minions of court favour, those court harpies, 
Who &tten on the wifecks of citizens 
Driven from their house and home— ^who reap no har- 
vests 
Save in the general calamity-^ 
Who now, with kingly pomp, insult and mock 
The desolation of their country— ^Aese 
Let thJeie^ and such as tiiese, support the war, 
The fatal war, which they alone enkindled I 

But. And those state-parasites, who have their feet 
So constantly beneath the Emperor's table, 
. Who cannot let a benefice fall, but they 
Snap at it with dog's -hunger— they, forsooth. 
Would /Nuv the soldier's bread, and cross his reckoningt 
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IsQ, My life long will it anger me to think. 
How when I went to court seven yean ago. 
To see about new hones for our legiments. 
How from one antechamber to another 
They dragg'd me on, and left me by the hour 
To kick my heels among a crowd of simpering 
Feast-fiitten'd slaves, as if I had come thither 
A mendicant suitor for the crumbs of favour 
That fidl beneath theur tables. And, at last, 
Whom should they send me but a Capuchin I 
Straight I began to muster up my sins 
For absolution— but no such luck forme! 
2%i$ waa the man, this Capuchin, with whom 
I waa to treat concerning the army Worses: 
And I waa foroed at last to quit the field. 
The business unaccomplish'd. Afterwards 
The Duke procured me, in three days, what I 
Could not obtain in thirty at Vienna. 

Ques. Tes, yes! your travelling bills soon found 
their way to us : 
Too well I know we have still accounts to settle. 

lOo, War is a violent trade ; one cannot always 
Finish one^ work by soft meanv; every trifle 
Must not be blaoken'd into sacrilege. 
If we should wait till you, in solenm coundl. 
With due deliberation had selected 
The smaUest out of four-and-twenty evils^ 
Pfaith we should vnut long.— 
<<Dash! and through with it!"— Thafs the better 

watchword. 
Then after oome what may oome. Tis man's na> 

ture 
To make the best of a bad thing once past 
A bitter and perplexed '^WhatshaU Idof' 
It worst to man than worst necessity. 
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Que*. Ay, doubtless, it is troe ; the Dnkt 
spare ns 
The troublesome task of choosing. 

But. Tes, the Duke 

Cares widi a Other's iiBdiiigSy for hb troops; 
But how the Emperw feels for us, we see. 

Qtie*. JBis cares and feelings all lanks share 
alike, 
Kor will he ofl^ one up to another. 

Iso, And therefore thursts he us into ^ deserts. 
As beasts of piey, that so he may preserve 
fiis dear dieep ftttening in his ^Ids at home. 

Ques. (wiih a sneer) Count, this comparison you 
make, not I. 

Btii. Why, were we aU the Court supposes us, 
'Twere dangerous, sure, to give us liberty^- 

<2tte«. Yon hare taken liberty— it w«b noi girea 
you. 
And thetefore it beeomes an wgent d^ty 
To rein it in with curbs. 

Oct. (interposing and addressing Questenberg). 
My noble firiendy 
This is no more than a remembrancing 
That you are now in camp, and among warrion. 
The soldier's boldness constitutes his fioeedom. 
Could he act daringly, unless he dar'd 
Talk eyen so ? One runs into the other. 
The boldness of this worthy officer, (pointing to 

J^ier.) 
Which now has but mistaken in its mark, 
Preserved when nought but boldness could preserve i^ 
To the Emperor his capital city^ Prague, 
In a most formidable mutiny 

Of the whole garrison. (MUxtary music at a distance.) 
fiah I here they come ! 

L 
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lUo. The sentries are salating them : this signal 
Announces the arrival of the Duchess. 

Oct. (to Quettertberg,) Then my son Max. too hat 
retom'd. 'Twas he 
FetchM and attended them from Camthen hither. 
l$o^ {to lUo), Shall we not go in company to 

greet them ? 
lOo, Weil, let us go. — Ho ! Colonel Batler come. 
{ToOctavio), You'll not forget, that yet ere noon we 

meet 
rhe noble Enyoy at the General's palace. 

lExeuni aU but Questenberg and Octavio, 

SOBNB III. 

QnBSTBNBBRG and Ootatio. 

Q^es, (with signs of averwm and asiomshment). 
What have I not been forc'd to hear Octavio ! 
What sentiments ! what fierce, uncnrb'd defiance ! 
And where this spirit universal — 

Oct. Hm ! 

Toa are now acquainted with three-fourths of the 
army. 

Quet. Wliere must we seek then for a second host 
To have the custody of this ? That Illo 
Thinks worse, I fear me, than he speaks. And then 
This Butler too — he cannot even conceal 
The passionate workings of his ill intentions. 

Oct. Quickness of temper — ^irritated pride ; 
'Twas nothing more. I cannot give up Butier. 
I know a spell that will soon dispossess 
The evil spirit in him. 

Qucs. (walking up and down in evident disquiet.) 
Friend, friend ! 
O ! this is worse, far worse, than we had su&r'd 
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Ourselves to dream of at Vienna. There 

We saw it only with the courtier's eyes. 

Eyes dazzled by the splendour of the throne. 

We had not seen the War-chief, the Commander, 

The man all-powerful in his camp. Here, here, 

Tia quite another thing. 

Here is no Emperor more — the Duke is Emperor. 

Alas, ray friend ! alas, my noble friend ! 

This walk which you have ta'en me through the camp 

Strikes my hopes prostrate. 

Oct. Now you see yonnelf 

Of what a perilous kind the office is, 

Which you deliver to me fipom the Court. 

The least suspicion of the General 

Costs me my freedom and my life, and would 

But hasten his most desperate enterprise. 

Ques. Where was our reason sleeping when we 
trusted 
This roadman with the sword, and plac'd such power 
In such a hand, I tell you, he'll refuse. 
Flatly refuse, t'obey, and what he can, he will. 
And then, th' impunity of his defiance — 
O ! what a proclamation of our weakness ! 

Oct D'ye think, too, he has brought his wife and 
daughter 
Withont a purpose hither? Here in camp ! 
And at the very point of time, in which 
We're arming for the war? That he has taken 
These, the last pledges of his loyalty. 
Away from out the Emperor's domains — 
This is no doubtful token of the nearness 
Of some eruption ! 

Ques. How shall we hold footing 

Beneath this tempest, which collects itself 
And threats us from all quarters ? Th' enemy 
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or til* empire on oar borders, now already 
The master of the Danabe, and still farther. 
And farther stiU, extending every hour I 
In our interior, the alamm-bells 
Of insurrection — peasantry in arms — 
All orders discontented — and the army, 
Just in the moment of our expectation 
Of aidance from it— lo! this very army 
Seduc'd, run wild, lost to all discipline, 
LoosenM, and rent asunder from the state 
And from their sovereign, the blind instrument 
Of the most daring of mankind, a weapon 
Of fearful power, which at his will he wields! 

Oct. Nnj, nay, friend ! let us not despair too 
Men's wcnrds are ever bolder than their deeds : 
And many a resolute, who now appears 
Made up to all extremes, will, on a sudden, 
Find in his breast a heart he wot not of, 
Let but a single honest man speak out 
The true name of his crime ! Remember too, 
We stand not yet so wholly unprotected. 
Counts Altringer and Gralas have maintained 
Theur little army faithful to its duty, 
And daily it becomes more numerous. 
Nor can he take us by surprise : you know, 
I hold him all encompassM by my listeners. 
Whateeer he does, is mine, even while 'tis doing- 
No step so small, but instantly I hear it ; 
Yea, his own mouth discloses it. 

Ques. 'TiB quite 

Incomprehensible, that he detects not 
The foe so near ! 

Oct. Beware, you do not think 

That I by lying arts, and complaisant 
Hypocrisy, have skulk'd into his graces | 
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Or with the Bostenance of smooth profenoiis 
Nourish his all-confiding friendship ! No— 
CompellM alike by prodence, and that duty 
Which we all owe our country^ and our soyereigiiy 
To hide my genuine feelings from him, yet^ 
Never have I dup'd him with base counterfeits! 

Ques, It is the visible ordinance of heaven. 

Oct, I know not what it b that so attracts 
And links htm both to me and to my son. 
Comrades and friends we always were — long habit^ 
Adventurous deeds perform'd in company. 
And all those many and various incidents 
Which store a soldier's memory with affections^ 
Had bound us long and early to each other- 
Yet I can name the day, when all at once 
His heart rose on me, and his confidence 
Shot out in sudden growth. It was the morning 
Before the memorable fight of Liitzner. 
Urg'd by an ugly dream, I sought him ont^ 
To press him to accept another charger. 
At distance firom the tents, beneath a tree, 
I found him in a sleep. When I had wak'd him. 
And had related all my bodings to him, 
Long time he star'd upon me, like a man 
Astounded ; thereon fell upon my neck, 
And manifested to me an emotion 
That far outstripped the worth of that small service. 
Since then his confidence has follow'd me 
With the same pace that mine has fled firom hiou 

Ques, Yon led your son into the secret? 

Oct. No! 

* Ques. What? and not warn him either what bad 

hands 
His lot has plac'd him in ? 

Oct. I must perforce 

1.8 



114 THS PIOOOLOM IMI ; OR TBB 

Leave bim in wardsliip to hit innooeiiee. 
Hb young aad open tool-^iaeimnlation 
Is foreign to its habits Ignorance 
Alone can ke^ aliTe the cheerful air, 
The unembarrass'd sense and light free spirit, 
That make the Duke secure. 
' Ques. (anxiousfy). My bonour'd ftiead I moat higlily 
do I deem 
Of Colonel Pioeolomini— yet — i^— 
Reflect a little— 

Oct. I mast imtnve it, 

Hush There he comes ! 

SOBNB IV. 
Max. Piooolohini, Ootavio, Picoolomini, 

QUBSTBNBERO. 

Max. Ha ! there he is himself. Welcome my fkther I 
(iJe embraces his father. Am he tum$ 
round, he obeertfes Qfiestenberff, and draws 
bach with a cM and reserved air.) 
You are engag'd, 1 see. I'll not disturb you. 

Oct. How, Max? Look closer at this visiter. 
Attention, Max. an old friend merits — Rev'rence 
Belongs of right to the envoy of your sov'reign. 
Max. {drily). Yon Questenberg! — Welcome— 'if yoa 
bring with you 
Aught good to our head quarten. 

Quss. (seizing his hand). Nay, draw not 

Your hand away, Ck>unt Piccolomini ! 
Not on mine own account alone I seized it, 
And nothing common will I say therewith. 

{taMng the hands of both). 
Octavio — Max. Piccolomini 
O saviour names, and full of happy omen ! 
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Ne'er will her proepottos Gennit torn froM Autrk* 
While two sach stars, with bletted iafloeiiees 
Beaming protectioii, shine above her bo rt i. 

Max. Heh !— Noble minister ! Yoa laiai your part. 
Yoa came not here to act a pan^ylio^ ^ 
You're sent, I know, to find (auR and to aeold ns 
I must B6i be beforehand wilih my oommdes* 
Oct. (to Max.) He eomeifrom court, when people 
are not quite 
So well contended with the duke, as heM. 
Max. What ttovlMure they coAtriy'dtcfiad Ant in 
him? 
That he alone determines for hknself 
What he himself alone doth understand ? 
Well, therein he does right, and will penist ia't 
Heaven never meant him for that passive thii^ 
That can be stmek and haBtraer'd ont totfaii 
Another's taste and foney. He'll m&t danoe 
1 o eveiy tune of ^every minister. 
It goes against his nature — be can't do it. 
He is possess'd by a commanding spirit, 
And his too is the station of command. 
And well for us it is so ! There exist 
Few fit to rule themselves, but few that use 
Their intellects intelligently.— Then 
Well for the whole, if there be found a man, 
Who makes himself what nature destin'd him. 
The pause, the central point of thousand thousandi— 
Stands fiz'd and stately, like a firm-built column. 
Where all may press with joy and confidence. 
Now such a man is Wallenstein ; and if 
Another better suits the court— no other 
But such a one as he can serve the army. 
Q^e8.^ The army ? Doubtless ! 
Oct. {to Queitenberg). Hush ! Suppress it firiendl 
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Unless wme end were answer'd by the nttertnoo.— 
Of Aim there you'll make nothing. 

McLX, (continuing). In their distress 

They call a spirit up, and when he comes. 
Straight their flesh creeps and qaiTen, and they dread 

him 
More than the ills for which they calPd him up. 
Th' uncommon, the sublime, must seem and be 
Like things of every day.— But in the field. 
Aye, there the Present Being makes itself felt 
The personal must command, the actual eye 
Examine. If to be the chieftain asks 
All that is great in nature, let it be 
Likewise his privilege to move and act 
In all the correspondencies of greatness. 
The oracle within him, that which lives, 
He must invoke and question — not dead books, 
Nor ordinances, not mould-rotted papers. 

Oct, My son ! of those old narrow ordinances 
Let us not hold too lightly. They are weights 
Of priceless value, which oppressed mankind 
Tied to the volatile will of their oppressors. 
For always formidable was the league 
And partnership of free power with free will. 
The way of ancient ordinance, tho' it winds. 
Is yet no devious way. Straight forwards goes 
The lightning's path, and straight the fearful path 
Of the cannon-ball. Direct it flies and rapid, 
Shatt'ring that it iit^^ reach, and shatt'ring what it 

reaches. 
My fcon ! the road, the human being travels. 
That, on which Blessing comes and goes, doth follow 
The river's course, the 7alley's playful windings. 
Curves round the corn-field and the hill of vines, 
Honouring the holy bounds of property ! 
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And thos secure, tho' late, leads to its 6ad« 

Ques. O hear your father, noble youth I hctr Atm, 
Who is at once the hero and the man. 

Oct. My son, the nursling of the camp ^K)ke la thee I 
A war of fifteen years 
Hath been thy education and thy school. 
Peace hast thou never witness'd ! There exists 
A higher than the warrior's excellence. 
In war itself war is no ultimate purpose. 
The vast and sudden deeds of violence, 
Adventures wild, and wonders of the moment. 
These are not they, my son, that generate 
The Calm, the Blissful, and th' enduring Mighty ! 
Lo there ! the soldier, rapid architect ! 
Builds his light town of canvass, and at once 
The whole scene moves and bustles momently. 
With arms, and neighing steeds, and mirth and quarrel ! 
The motley market fills ! the roads, the streams 
And crowded with new freights ; trade stirs and hurries ! 
But on some morrow mom, all suddenly, 
The tonts drop down, the horde renews its march. 
Dreary, and solitary as a church-yard 
The meadow and down-trodden seed-plot lie, 
And the year's harvest is gone utterly. 

Max. O let the Emperor make peace, my father ! 
Most gladly would I give the blood-stain'd laurel 
For the first violet* of the leafless spring, 
Pluck'd in those quiet fields where I have journey 'd I 

Oct. What ails thee ? What so moves thee all at 
once ? 

Max. Peace have I ne'er beheld? I have beheld it. 



* IB the original :— 

]>en blat'gen Lorbeer geb* ich hin mit Frenden, 
For** enta Veikhen, dM der Men nu briagtf 
Dm da^ge Pfand der neureijangten Srd«« 
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From thence am I come hither : O ! that sight, 
It glimmers still before me, like some landscape 
Left in the distance, — some delicious landscape? 
My road conducted me thro' countries where 

The war has not yet reach'd. Life, life, my father 

My venerable &ther, life has charms 

Which we have ne'er experienc'd. We have been 

But voyaging a long its barren coasts, 

Like some poor ever -roaming horde of pirates, 

That, crowded in the rank and narrow ship, 

House on the wild sea with wild usages. 

Nor know aught of the main land, but the bays 

Where safeliest they may venture a thieves' landing. 

Whate'er in th' inland dales the land conceals 

Of fair and exquisite, O! nothing, nothing, 

Do we behold of that in our rude voyage. 

Oct, {attentive y with an appearance of uneasiness) ^ 
And so your journey has reveaPd this to 

you? 
Max. 'Twas the first leisure of my life. O tell me. 
What is meed and purpose of the toil. 
The painful toil, which robb'd me of my youth, 
Left me a heart unsoul'd and solitary, 
A spirit uninform'd, unomamented, 
For the camp's stir and crowd and ceaseless larum, 
The neighing war-horse, the air-ehatf ring trumpet, 
The unvaried, still-returning hour of duty. 
Word of command, and exercises of arms — 
There's nothing here, there's nothing in all this 
To satisfy the heart, the gasping heart ! 
Mere bustling nothingness, where the soul is not — 
This cannot be the sole felicity. 
This cannot be man's best and only pleasures! 

Oct, Much hast thou learnt, my son, in this short 

journey. 
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Max, O ! day thrice lovely I when at length the 
soldier 
Betoms home into life ; when he becomes 
A fellow-man among his fellow-men. 
The colours are nnfbrl'd, the cavalcade 
Marshals^ and now the buz is hush'd^ and hark ! 
Kow the soft peace-march beats^ home, brothers, home ! 
The caps and helmets are all garlanded 
With ^een boughs, the last plundering of the fields. 
The city gates fly open of themselyes, 
They need no longer the petard to tear them. 
The ramparts are all fillM with men and women, 
With peaceful men and women, that send onwards 
Kisses and welcomings upon the air. 
Which they make breezy with affectionate gestures. 
From all the towers rings out the merry peal, 
The joyous vespers of a bloody day. 

iiappy man, O fortunate I for whom 

Tlie well-known door, the faithful arms are open, 
The faithful tender arms with mute embracing. 

Ques, {apparently much affected), O ! that you 
should speak 
Of such a distant, distant time, and not 
Of the to-morrow, not of this to-day. 

Max. {turning round to him quick and vehement). 
Where lies the fault but on you in Vienna? 

1 will deal openly with you, Questenberg. 
Just now, as first I saw you standing here, 
(I'll own it to you freely) indignation 
Crowded and press'd my inmost soul together. 
'Tis ye that hinder peace, ye /—and the warrior. 
It is the warrior that must force it from you, 
Ye fret the General's life out, blacken him, . 
Hold him up as a rebel, and Heaven knows 
%Vhat else still worse, because he spares the Saxons, 
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And tries to awaken confidence in th' enemy ; 

Which yet 'b the only way to peace : for if 

War intermit not daring war^ haw then 

And whence can peace come? — ^Toor own pkgnes ftll 

on you I 
Eyen as I lo?<e what's TirtoonSy hate I yon. 
And here make I this yow^ here pledge myself; 
My blood shall spurt out for this Wallenstein, ^ 

And my heart drain off, drop by drop ere ye, 
Shall rerel and dance jubilee o'er hb rain. [ExU. 

SCBNB V. 

Qubstbubbrg, Octatio, Piocolouini. 

Que$, Alas, alas ! and stands it so ? 

(then in pressing and tn^ftatient tone) 
What, friend ! and do we let him go away 
In this delusion — ^let him go away? 
Not call him back immediately, not open 
His eyes upon the spot 7 

Oct. {recovering himself out of a deep study). 
He has now open'd min^ 
And I see more than pleases me. 

Ques. What is it? 

Oct. Curse on this journey ! 

Ques. But why so ? What is it ? 

Oct. Come, come along, friend ! I must follow up 
The ominous track immediately. Mine eyes 
Are open'd now, and I must use them. Come I 
(draws Questenberg on with him). 

Que*. What now ? Where go you then ? 

Oct. To her herself. 

Ques. To^ 

Oct, {interrupting hiniy and correcting himself)^ 
To the Duke. Come, let us go. — 'Tis done, ' tis done I 
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I see the net that is thrown over him. ♦ 

O ! he returns not to me as he went. 

Ques. Nay, bnt explain yourself. 

Oct. And that I should not 

Foresee it, not prevent this journey ! Wherefore 
Did I keep it from him 7-*You were in the right. 
I should have wam'd him ! Now it is too late. 

Ques, But whafs too late 7 Bethink yourself, my 
friend. 
That you are talking absolute riddles to me. 

Oct. (mare collected). Come !— to the Duke's. 'Tii 
dose upon the hour 
Which he appointed you for audience. Come ! 
A cmse, a threefold curse, upon this journey ! 

{He leads Questenberg off.) 

SoBiTB YI. Changes to a spacious chamber in 
the house of the Duke of Friedland.Servants 
employed inputting the tables and chairs in order. 
During this enters Seni, Uke an old Italian doctor^ 
in blacky and €iothed somewhat fantasttcdUy. He 
carries a white staff, with which he marks out tJie 
quarters of the Heaven. 

1st Ser. Come^to it lads, to it ! Make an end of it 
I hear the sentry call out, '^ Stand to your arms I'' 
Tliey wiU be there in a minute. 

2nd Ser. Why were we not told before that the 
audience would be held there ? Nothing prepared — no 
orders — ^no instructions — 

9rd Ser. Ay, and why was the balcony-chamber 
countermanded ; that with the great worked carpet ?• ^ 
there one can look about one. 

1st Ser. Nay, that you must ask the mathematician 
there* He says it is an unlucky chamber. 
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2ndSer, Poh ! «tuff and nonseose ! That's what 1 
call a hum. A chamber b a chamber ; what much 
can the place signify in the affiur? 

Jiktd (with graoUy), My son, there's nothing insig- 
nificant, 
Nothing! Bat yet in eyery earthly thing 
Pirst and most principal is place and time. 

\Mt Ser. {to the Second^) Say nothing to him, Xai. 
The Duke himself must let him have his own will. 

Sem(counU the chairs, half ma loudy half in a law 
voice, tm he comes to eleven, which he repeats,) 
Eleven ! an evil number ! Set twelve chairs. 
Twelve ! twelve signs hath the zodiac : &w and seven. 
The holy numbers, include themselves in twelve. 

2nd Ser. And what may you have to object against 
eleven ? I should like to know that, now. 

Sent. Eleven is— transgression ; deven oversteps 
The ten commandments. 

271^ jS^. Thaf s good ! and why do you call Ave a 
holy number ? 

Seni. Five is the soul of man : for even as man 
Is mingled up of good and evil, so 
The five is the first number thaf s made up 
Of even and odd. 

2nd Ser. The foolish old coxcomb ! 

1st Ser. Ay ! let him alone though. I like to hear 
him ; there is more in his words than can be seen at 
first sight. 

3rd Ser. Off"! They come. 

2nd Ser. There ! Out at the side door. 

( They hurrg off, SenifoUows slowly. A page brings 
the staff of command on a red cushion, and places 
U on the table near the Duke's chair. They are 
announced from without, and the icings of the 
door fly open.) 
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SoBNE YII. Wallbnstein, Duchess. 

Wal, Ton went then through Vienna, were presented 
To the Qneen of Hungary ? 

Duck. Yes ; and to the Empress to ; 

And by both Majesties were we admitted 
To kiss the hand. 

Wal. And how was it receiv'dy 

That I had sent for wife and daughter hither 
To the camp^ in winter time ? 

Duck, I did even that 

Which you commission'd me to do. I told them. 
You had determin'd on our daughter's marriage^ 
And wish'd, ere yet you went into the field, 
To show th' elected husband his betroth'd. 

Wal, And did they guess the choice which I had 
made? 

Duch, They only hop'd and wishM it may haye 
fallen 
Upon no foreign nor yet Lutheran noble* 

Wal, And you — what do you wish, Elizabeth ? 

DiLch, Your will, you know« was always mine. 

Wal (after apause). Well then ! 

And in all else, of what kind and complexion 
Was your reception at the court ? 

(The Duchess casts her eyes on the graundy and 
remains silent). 
Hide nothing from me. How were you receiv'd ? 

Duch, O ! my dear lord, all is not what it was. 
A cankerworm, my lord, a cankerworm 
Has stolen into the bud. 

Wal. Ay! isitso? 

What, they were lax ? they fail'd of th' old respect ? 

Duch, Not of respect. No honours were omitted, 
No outward courtesy ; but in the place 
M 2 
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Of condescending, confidential kindneas. 
Familiar and endearing, there were given me 
Only these honours and that solemn courtesy. 
Ah ! and the tenderness which was pat on. 
It was the goise of pity, not of favour. 
No t Albrechf s wife, Duke Albrecht's princely wife^ 
Count Harrach's noble daughter, should not so-* 
Not wholly so should she have been received. 

WcU. Yes, yes ; they have ta'eii odBfenee. Hyli^etl 
conduct, 
T!iey rail'd at it, no doubt 

Duck, O that they had 1 

I have been long aecustom'd to defend you, 
To lieul and pacify distemper'd spirits. 
- No ; no one rail'd at you. They wrappM them up, 
O Heaven ! in such oppressive, solemn silence ! — 
Here is no every-day misunderstanding, 
No transient pique, no cloud that passes over; 
SoiDctbing most luckless, most nnhealable, 
litis taken place. The Queen of Hungary 
Us'd formerly to call me her dear aunt, 
And ever at departure to embrace me— 

WaL Now she omitted it ? 

•Dtich. (wiping away her tearSj after a pome.) 
Slie did embrace me. 
But then first when I had already taken 
My formal leave, and when the door already 
Had closed upon me, then did she come out 
In haste, as she had suddenly bethought herself 
And press'd me to her bosom, more anguish 
Than with tenderness. 

Wed. (jdezes her hand soothingly,) Ntij now^ collect 
yourself. 
And what of Eggenberg and Lichtenstein. 
And of our other friends there ? 
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JDtccA. (shaking her head)^ I saw none. 

Wal. Th' Ambassador from Spain, who once was wont 
To plead so warmly for me 7 — 

Duch. Silent, silent I 

Wal. These suns then are eclipsed for ns. Hence- 
forward 
Mast we roll on, oar own fire, our own light 

Duch, And were it — were it, my dear lord, in that 
Which mov'd aboat the Court in buz and whisperi 
But in the country let itself be heard 
Aloud — in that which Fatho' Lamormain 
In sundry hints and 

Wal. (eagerfy), Lamormain 1 what said he 7 

Duch. That you're accused of having daringly 
O'erstepp'd the power entrusted to you, charg'd 
With traitorous contempt of th' Emperor 
And his supreme behests. The proud Bavarian, 
He and the Spaniards stand up your accusers.— 
That there's a storm collecting over you, 
Of far more fearful m'enace than that former one 
Which whirFd you headlong down at Regensburg. 

And people talk, said he, of ^Ah I— — 

(stifUng extreme emotion,) 

Wal. Proceed ! 

Duch. I cannot utter it ! 

Wal. Proceed I 

Duch. They talk 

Wal. WeUI 

Duch. Of a second {catches her voice 

and hesitates.) 

Wal. Second 

Duch. More disgraceful 

Dismission. 

Wal. Talk they? 

{Strides across the chamber in vehement agitation^ 
m3 
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O I they force, they thrust me 
With TiokDce, against my own will, onward ! 
Duch. (presses near to hinny in intreaty.) O ! if theie 
yet be time, my husband I If 
By giTing way and by submissitmy this 
Can be averted— my dear lord, give way ! 
Win down your proud heart to it 1 Tell that hearty 
It is your sovereign lord, your Emperor^ 
Before whom you retreat* O let no longer 
Low trickling malice blacken your good meaning 
With abhoi*'d venomous glosses. Staml you up^ 
Shielded and helm'd and weapon'd with the truth. 
And drive before you into mttermost shame 
These slanderous liars ! Few firm friends have we. 
You know it ! — ^The swift growth of our good fortune 
It hath but set us up^ a mark for hatred. ' 
What are we, if the sovereign's grace and favour 
Stand not before us ! 

. SoBNB VII. — Enter the CoxrirrESS Tertskt, lead- 
ing in her hand the Princbss Thbkla, richfy 
adorned with brUUants. 

CouNTBSS, Thbkla, Wallbnstbin, Duchbss. 

Coun, How sister ? What already upon busmess^ 
(observing the countenance of the Duchess.) 
And business of no pleasing kind I see, 
Ere he has gladden'd at his child. The first 
Moment bek>ngs to joy. Her^ Friedland ! fisdier ! 
This is thy daughter. 

{Thekla approaches with a shy and timid air, and 

bends herself as about to kiss his hand, he receives 

her in his arms, and remains standing for some 

time lost in the feeling of Iter presence.) 

Wal. Yes ; pure and lovely iiath hope risen on me* 
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I take her as the pledge of greater fortane. 

DucJi. 'Twas bat a little child when yoa departed 
To raise ap that great army ibr the Emperor : 
And after, at the close of the campaign. 
When yoa retom'd home out of Pomerania, 
Your d&ughter was already in the convent, • 
Wherein she has remained till now. 

Wal. ^ The while 

We* in the field here gave oar cares and toils 
To make her great, and fight her a free way 
To the loftiest earthly good ; lo ! mother Natore 
Within the peaceful silent convent walls 
Has done her part, and oa| of her free grace 
Hath she bestowed on the beloved child 
Tiie godlike ; and now leads her thus adorned 
To meet her splendid fortane and my hope. 

Dtuih. (to Thekla). Thoa woold'st not have leeog^ 
iii2^d thy father, 
Would'st thoa^ my child ? She counted scarce eight 

years 
When last ^e saw yonr fiice. 

Tliek. O yes, yes, mother ! 

At the first glance I — My father is not altered. 
The form, that stands before me, falsifies 
No feature of the image that hath liv'd 
So long within me 1 

WaL The voice of my child ! 

(then after a pause). 
I was indignant at my destiny 
That it denied me a man-child to be 
Heir of my name and of my prosperous fortane^ 
And re-illume my soon extiaguish'd being 
In a proud line of princes. 
I wrong'd my destiny. Here upon this head* 
So lovely in its maiden bk)om, will I 
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Let fall the garland of a life of war ; 
Nor deem it lost, if only I wreath it, 
Transmitted to a regal ornament, 
Around these beaateoos brows. 

(He ckup§ her in hU arms as Pkeohmhd enters,) 

Scene IX. — Enter Max. Piccolomini, and some 
time after Count Tsrtsey, the others remainmg 
as before. 
Coun. There comes the Palladin who protected ns. 
WaL Max. ! Welcome, ever welcome ! Always 
wert thou 
The morning star of my best joys ! 

Max, " My General 

Wal. ^ill now it was the Emperor who rewarded 
thee, 
I bat the instmment. This day thoa hast bound 
The father to thee, Max ! the fortanate &ther, 
And this debt Friedland's self most pay. 

Max. My prince ! 

You made no common hurry to transfer it 
I come with shame. Yea, not without a pang ! 
For scarce have I arriv'd here, scarce delivered 
The mother and the daughter to your arms, 
But there is brought to me from your eqoery 
A splendid richly plated hunting dress, 

So to remunerate me for my trouble 

Yes, yes, remunerate me ! Since a trouble 
It must be, a mere office, not a fiiTOur 
Which I leapt forward to receive, and which 
I came already with full heart to thank you for, 
No ! 'twas not so intended, that my business 
Should be my highest, best good fortune? 

( Tertshy enters, and delivers letters to the Duke 
which he breaks open hurryingly.) 
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Coun, (to Max.) Bemunerate your trouble ! For 
his joy 
He makes you recompence. Tis not unfitting 
For you. Count Piccolomini, to feel 
So tenderly — my brother it beseems 
To show himself for erer great and princely. 

Theh, Then I too must have scruples of hit love ; 
For his munificent hands did ornament me 
Ere yet the father's heart had spoken to me. 

Max, Yes : ^tb his nature ever to be giying. 
And making happy. 
(He grasps the hand cfihe Buchen with stiU in* 
creating warmth.) 

How my heart pouts out 
lis all of thanks to him : O ! how I seem 
To utter all things in the dear name Friedland. 
While I shall live, so long will I remain 
The captive of this name : in it shall bloom 
My every fortune, every lovely hope. 
Inextricably as in some magic ring 
In this name hath my destiny charm-bound me ! 
Caun, (who during this time has been anxiously 
watching the Duke, and remarks that he is lost 
in thought over the letters,) 
My brother wishes us to leave him. Come. 

WaL (turns himself round quicklg, collects himself^ 
and speaks with cheerfulness to the Duchess.) 
Once more I bid thee welcome to the camp. 
Thou art the hostess of this court. You, Max. 
Will now again administer your old office, 
While we perform the sovereign's business here. 
(Max. Piccolomini offers the Duchess his arm, 

the Cotiniess accompanies the Princess.) 
Ter. {calling after him.) Max., we depend on seeiau 
you at the meeting. 
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SOBNB X. 

Wallbnstein, Count Ibbtskt. 

Wal (tn deep titought to Jwmelf.) She hath 
all things as they are — It is so. 
And squares completely with my other notices. 
They have determined finally in Vienna, 
Hath given me my saccessor already ; 
It b the king of Hungary, Ferdinand, 
The Emperor's delicate son ! he's now their saviomv 
He's the new star that's rising now I Of ns 
They think themselves already ftdriy rid, 
And as we were deceas'd, the heir already 
Is entering on possession — Therefore — despatch ! 

[As he turns round he observes Tertsky^ and 
gives Mm a letter. 
Count Altringer will have himself excus'd, 
And Gblas too— I like not this ! 

Ter. And if 

Thou loiterest longer, all will fall away. 
One following the other. 

Wal, Altringer 

Is master of the Tyrole passes. I must forthwith 
Send some one to him, that he let not in 
The Spaniards on me from the Milanese. 

Well, and the old Sesin, that ancient trader 

In contraband negociations, he 

Has shown himself again of late. What brings he 

From the Count Thur ? 

Ter. The Count communicates^ 

He has found out the Swedish chancellor 
At Halberstadt, where the convention 's held, 
Who says, you've tir'd him out, and that he'll have 
No further dealings with you. 

Wal. And why so ? 
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Ttr. He says, yoa are never in earnest In your 
speeches; 
That yoa decoy the Swedes — to mi^e fools of them. 
Will league yourself with Saxony against them, 
And at last make yourself a riddance of them 
With a paltry sum of money. 

WcH. So then, doubtless, 

Yes, doubtless, this same modest Swede expects 
That I shall yield him some fair German tract 
For his prey and booty, that ourselves at last, 
On our own soil and native territory. 
May be no longer our own lords and masters ! 
An excellent scheme ! — No, no ! They must be off. 
Off, off! away I — yre want no such neighbours. 

Ter. Nay, yield them up that dot, that speck of 
land — 
It goes not from your portion. If you win 
The game, what matters it to you who pays it ? 

Wal. Off with them, off! Thou understand'st not 
this. 
Never shall it be said of me, I parcellM 
My native land away, dismembered Germany, 
Betray'd it to a foreigner, in order 
To come with stealthy tread, and filch away 
My own share of the plunder. — Never ! never ! 
No foreign power shall strike root in the empire. 
And least of all, these Goths ! these hunger- wolves ! 
Who send such envious, hot and greedy glances 
Towards the rich blessings of our German lands I 
m have their aid to cast, and draw my nets. 
But not a single fish of all the draught 
Shall they come in for. 

Ter, You will deal, however, 

More fairly with the Saxons ? They lose patience 
While yoa shift ground and make so many curves. 
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Say, to what parpose all these masks I Tonr friends 
Are plang'd in doubt?, baffled, and led astray in you. 
There 's Oxenstein, there 's Amheim^-neither knows 
What he should think of your procrasdnationa. 
And in the end I prove the liar ; all 
Passes through me. I have not even your hand- writing. 

WdL I never give my hand- writing ; thou knoVst it 

Ter. B ut how can it be known that you're in earnest. 
If the act follows not upon the word ? 
You must yourself acknowledge, that in all 
Your intercourses hithertoo with th' enemy. 
You might have done with safety all you have done. 
Had you meant nothing further than to gull him 
For th' Emparor's service. 

Wed, (after a pausefdtsringwkichhe looks narrawfy 
on Tertsky). 
And from whence dost thou know 
That I'm not gulling him for th' Emperor's service? 
Whence knowest thou that I'm not gulling all of you ? 
Dost thou know me so well ? When made I thee 
Th' intendant of my secret purposes ? 
I am not conscious that I ever open'd 
My inmost thoughts to thee. Th' Emperor, it ia true 
Hath dealt with me amiss ; and if I would* 
I could repay him with usurious interest 
For th' evil he hath done me. It delights me 
To know my power ; but whether I shall use it. 
Of that, I should have thought that thou could'st speak 
No wiselier than thy fellows. 

Ter, So hast thou always play'd thy game with iifl. 
{Enter Iixo.) 

Scene XI. 
Illo, Wallbnstbin, Tbrtskt. 
Wal, How stand affairs without ? Are they prepar'd I 
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lUo. Yon'U find tbem in the very mood yon wish. ^ 
They know about the Emperor's requisitions^ 
And are tumultuous. 

Wal. How hath Isoian 

* Declared hhnself ? 

lUo. He's yours both soul and body^ 
Since you built up again his Faro-bank. 

Wal. And which way doth Kolatto bend? Hast thou 
Made sure of Tiefenbach and Deodate? 

lUo. What Pioeolomini does, that they do too. 

Wal. You mean, then, I may venture somewhat 
with them ? 

IHo. If you are assured of the PiccolominL 

Wal. Not more assur'd of mine own 8el£ 

Ter. And yet 

1 would you trusted not so much to Octavio^ 
The fox I 

WaL Thou teachest me to know my man ? 
Sixteen campaigns I have made wi± that dd warrior. 
Besides, I have his horoscope, 
We both are bom beneath like stars — ^in ^orl 

(with an air of myitery). 
To this belongs its own particular aspect. 
If therefore thou canst warrant me the rest 

lUo. There is among them all but this one voice. 
You must not lay down the command. I hear 
They mean to send a deputation to you. 

Wal. If I'm in aught to bind myself to them^ 
They too must bind themselves to me. 

lUo. Of course. 

Wal. Their words of honour they must giv«y their 
oaths 
Give them in writing to me, promising 
Devotion to my service tmconditiofuiL 

lUo. Why not? 

II 
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Ter, Devotion unconditional? 
The exception of their duties towards Austria 
They'll always place among the premises* 
"With this reserve 

Wal. {ihoMng his head), AM unconditional t 
No premises, no reserves. 

lUo. A thought has struck me. 

Does not Count Tertsky give us a set banquet 
rhis evening ? 

Ter. Yes; and all the Generals • 

Have been invited. 

lUo (to WaUenstein.) Say will you here fully 
Commission me to use my own discretion ? 
I'll gain for you the General's words of honour, 
Even as you wish. 

Wal, Gain me their signatures ! 

How you come by them, that is your concern. 

lUo, And if I bring it to you, black on white. 
That all the leaders who are present here 
Give themselves up to you, without condition ; 
Say, will you then — then will you show yourself 
In earnest, and with some decisive action 
Make trial of your luck ? 

Wal. The signatuses ! 

Gain me the signatures. 

Wo, Seize, seize the hour 

Ere it slips from you. ■ Seldom comes the moment 
In life, which is indeed sublime and weighty. 
To make a great decision possible, 
O ! many things, all transient and all rapid. 
Must meet at once : and, haply, they thus met 
May, by that confluence, be enforc'd to pause 
Time long enough or wisdom, though too short, 
Far, far too short a time for doubt and scruple ! 
This is that moment. See, our army chieftains. 
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Onr best, our noblest, are assembled round yon, 
Their kinglike leader ! On yoor nod they wait. 
Tlie single threads, which here your prosperoni fortme 
Hath woven together in one potent web 
Instinct with destiny, O ! let them not 
Unravel of themselves. If yon permit 
These chiefs to separate so unanimous, 
Bring you them not a second time together. 
'Tis the high tide that heaves the stranded ship, 
, And every individual's spirit waxes 
In the great stream of multitude. Behold, 
They are still here, here still ! But soon the war 
Bursts them once more asunder, and in small 
Particular anxieties and interests 
Scatters their spirit, and the sympathy 
Of each man with the whole. He, who to-day 
Forgets himself, forc'd onward with the stream, 
Will become sober, seeing but himself. 
Feel only his own weakness, and with speed 
Will face about, and march on in the old 
High road of duty, the old broad-trodden road. 
And seek but to make shelter in good plight. 

Witd. The time is not yet come. 

Ter. So you say always. 

But when will it be time ? 

WaL . When I shall say it. 

lOo. You'll wait on the stars, and on their hours, 
Till the earthly hour escapes you. O I beh'eve me, 
In your own bosom are your destiny's stars. 
Confidence in yourself, prompt resolution, 
This is your Venus ! and the sole malignant, 
The only one that harmeth you, is Doubt ! 

Wal. Thou speakest as thou understand'st. How oft 
And many a time I've told thee, Jupiter, 
That lustrous god, was setting at thy birth. 
If 2 
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Thy vitaal power subduei no myiteries ; 
Mole ey'd, thou may'st bat borrow in the ear^ 
Blind M that subterrestrial, who, with wan, 
Lead-colour'd Mne, lighted thee into life. 
The common, the torestrial, thou may'st see* 
With serviceable cunmng knit together, 
The nearest with tiie nearest ; and therein 
I trust thee and believe thee ! but whatever 
Full of mysterious import Nature waves, 
And fashions in the depths— the spirit's ladder, 
That from this gross and visible world of dust 
Even to the starry world, with thousand rounds, 
Builds itself up ; on which the unseen powers 
Move up and down on heavenly ministeries — 
The circles in the drdes, that approach 
The central sun with ever-narrowing oibit — 
I'hese see the glance alone, the nnseaPd eye. 
Of Jupiter's glad ehildr^i b<Mm in lustre. 

(He walks aerom the chamber, then retume, 
standing, still proceeds), 
The heavenly constellations make not merely 
The day and night, summer and spring ; not merely 
Signify to the husbandman ihe seasons 
Of sowing and of harvest. Human action. 
That is the seed too of contingencies, 
Strew'd on the dark land of futurity 
In hopes to recondle the powers of fate. 
Whence it behoves us to seek out the seed-time, 
To watch the stars, select their proper hours. 
And trace with searching eye the heavenly houses 
Whether the enemy of growth and thriving, 
Hide himself not, malignant, in his comer. 
Therefore permit me my own time. Meanwhik 
Do you your part As yet I cannot say 
What I shall do— only, give way I will not* 
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Depose me too tbey sliall not On these pointi 
You may rely. 

Page, (entering.) My Lords the Generals. 

Wal. Let them come in. 

Scene XII. — ^Wallbnstbin, Tbrtskt, Illo. — To 
them enter Questbnberg, Octayio, and Max. 
PiccoLOMiNi, Butlbr, Isolani, Mabadas, and 
three other Generals. Wcdenstein motions Questen^ 
berg, who, in consequence, takes the chair directly 
opposite to him, the others follow, arranging them- 
selves according to their rank. There reigns a 
mamentarg silence, 

Wal. I have understood^ 'tis tme, the sum and im^ 
port 
Of your instructions, Questenberg, have weigh'd them, 
And form'd my final, absolute resolve; 
Yet it seems fitting, that the Generals 
Should hear the will of th' Emperor from your mouth. 
May 't please you then to open your commission 
Before these noble Chieftains. 

Q^es. I am ready 

To obey you ; but will first entreat your Highness, 
And all Uiese noble Chieftains, to consider, 
Th' Imperial dignity and sovereign right 
dpeaks from my mouth, and not my own presumption. 

Wal. We excuse all preface. 

Ques. When his Majesty 

The Emperor to his courageous anpies 
Presented in the person of Duke Friedland 
A most experienced and renown'd commander. 
He did it in glad hope and confidence, 
To give thereby to the fortune of war 
A rapid and auspicious change. The onset 
Was favourable to his royal wishes. 
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Bobemia was delivered from the Saxons, 

The Swede's career of conquest cbeck'd I Tbete landa 

Began to draw breath freely, at Duke Friedland 

From all the streams of Germany ioro'd hither 

The scattered armies of the enemy, 

Hither invok'd, as round one magic drde, 

The Bhinegrave, Bemhard, Banner, Oxenstein, 

Yea, and that never-conquer'd King himself; 

Here finally before the eye of Niimberg^ 

The fearful game of battle to decide. 

Wal, May't please you, to the point 

Ques. In Niimberg's camp the Swedish monareh left 
His fame — inLiitzen's plains his life. But who 
Stood not astounded, when victorious Friedknd 
After this day of triumph, this proud day, 
March'd toward Bohemia with the speed of flight, 
And vanishM from the theatre of war ; 
While the young Weimar hero forc'd his way 
Into Franconia, to the Danube, like 
Some delving winter stream, which, were it rushes, 
Makes its own channel ; with such sudden speed 
He march'd, and now at once 'fore Regensburg 
Stood to th' affright of all good Catholic ChristianB. 
Then did Bavaria's well-deserving Prince 
Entreat swift aidance in his extreme need ; 
The Emperor sends seven horsemen to Duke Friedland^ 
Seven horsemen couriers send he with th' entreaty : , 
He superadds his own, and supplicates. 
Where as the sovereign lord he can command. 
In vain his supplication ! At this moment 
The Duke hears only his old hate and gru^^ 
Barters the general good to gratify 
Private revenge — and so fidls Regensburg. 

Wal Max., to what period of the war alludai )»et 
My recollection fiiils me here. 
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Max, Hemeuis 

When we wwe in Siiotia* 

Wed. AylisitaoT 

But what had W6 to do there ? 

Max, To beat out 

The Swedes aad Saxons inasL the provinoe. 

Wal. Troe, 

In tbdt description whidi the minister gave 
I seem'd to have forgotten tiie whole war. 
{to Que^mAerg,) 
Well, but proceed a little. 

Ques. Yes ! at length 

Beside the river Oder did the Duke 
Assert his ^ocient Ipune, Upon the fields 
Of Steinau did the Swedes lay down their acaM^ 
Subdued without a blow. And heve, with otfaeHi 
The righteousness of Heaven to his avenger 
Delivered tiiat long-practis'd stirrer-np 
Of insurrection, that curse-laden torch 
And kindler of ^is war, Matthias Thar. 
But he had fallen Into magnanimous hands! 
Instead of punishment he found rewardf 
And with rich presents did the Duke dismiss 
Toe arch-^ of hU Emperor. 

Wal. (laugJu) 1 loiow, 

I know you had ahready in Vienna, 
Your windows and balconies all forestell'd 
To see him on the executioner's cart. 
I might have lost the battle, lost it too 
With infamy, and still retained your graces — 
But, to have cheated them of a spectacle. 
Oh ! that the good folks of Vienna nevari 
No, never can forgive me. 

Ques. So Silesiia 

Was ijoeed, and all thinp loudly call'd the Doke 
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Into Bavaria, now presa'd hard on all sides. 

And he did put his troops in motion ; slowly. 

Quite at his ease, and by the longest road 

He traverses Bohemia ; but ere ever 

He hath Y>nce seen the enemy, faces round. 

Breaks up the march, and takes to winter qnarten. 

JVal. The troops were pitiably destitute 
Of every necessary, every comfort. 
The winter came. What thinks his Majesty 
His troops are made of? An't we men ? subjected 
Like other men to wet, and cold, and ail 
The circumstanoes of necessity ? 
O miserable lot of the poor soldier I 
Wherever he comes in, all flee before him, 
And when he goes away the general curse 
Follows him on his. rout. All must be seiz'd, 
Nothing is given him. And compell'd to seize 
From every man, he's every man's abhorrence. 
Behold, here stand my Generals. Karafib ! 
Ck>unt Deodate ! Butler ! Tell this man 
How long the soldiers' pay is in arrears. 

But, Already a full year. 

Wed. And ^tis the hire 

That constitutes the hireling's name and duties. 
The soldier's pay is the soldier's covenant.* 

Que$, Ah ! this is a far other tone from that 
In which the Duke spoke eight, nine years ago. 

JVal. Yes ! 'tis my fiialt, I know it : I myself 
Have spoilt the Emperor by indulging him. 

*The original U not tranilatable into Engliih ; 
Und lein told 
Mom 4em soldaien warden, «i«n*«i*'* htkft tr. 
It might perhapi have been thus rendered ; 

** And for that which he sold his aerrioet. 
The soldlermuat reeeive.*' 
Baft • fidsa w doobtfttl etTmology is no more thta • dun pa* 
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Nine yean ago, during the D^Diah war, 
1 rais'd him up %. force, a miglity force^ 
Forty or fifty thooauid men, tbat cost bi» 
Of his own purse bo doit. Through SSuuMiy 
The fury goddess of the war niarch'd on. 
E'en to the surf-rocks of the Baltic, bearing 
The terrors of his Dane. That wasatinel 
In the whole Imperial realm ao naaM liiia miaa 
Honoured with festival and eelebration — 
And Albrecht WalleasteiB, it was the dtie 
Of the third Jewel in his crown ! 
But at the Diet, whisn 4he Pnnett mat 
At Regensburg, there, diere liie whole bakM cat, 
There 'twas laid open, there it was aiade knwniy 
Out of what money-lMig I had paid the host 
And what was now my thanks, what had I noW| 
That I, a fieuthful servant of the Soveoeign, 
Had loaded on myself the people's curses, 
And let the Princes of the empire pay 
The expences of this war, ^at aggrandizes 
The Emperor alone— What thanks had 1 1 
What ? I was offer'd up to their complaints, 
Dismiss'd, degraded ! 

Q^es. But your highness knowa 

What little freedom he possess'd of action 
In that disastrous Diet. 

Wal. Death and hdll 

/ had that which could have procur'd him freedom. 
No ! since 'twas proved so inauspicious to me 
To serve the Emperor at the empire's cost, 
I have been taught far other trains of thinking 
Of th' empire, and the Diet of the empire. 
From th' Emperor, doubtless, I receiv'd this staff. 
But now I hold it as the empire's general— 
For the common weal, the universal int'restt 
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And no more for that one roan's aggranduement! 
But to the point. What is it that's desir'd of me f 

Ques. First, his Imperial Majesty hath wilFd, 
That without pretexts of delay the army 
Evacuate Bohemia. 

Wal. In this season ? 

And to what quarter wilk the Emperor - 
That we direct our course? 

Ques. To the enemy. 

His Majesty resolves, that Regensburg 
Be purified from the enemy ere Easter^ 
That Lttth'ranism may be no longer preach'd 
In that cathedral, nor heretical 
Defilement desecrate the celebration 
Of that pure festival. 

Wal. My generab. 

Can this be realiied ? "^ 

lUo Tk not possible. 

But. It can't be realiz'd. 

Ques. The Emperor 

Already hath commanded Colonel Suys ? 
To advance toward Bavaria. 

Wal. What did Suys? 

Q^e$. That which his duty prompted. He ad 
vanc'd ! 

Wal. What? he advanc'd ? And I, his general. 
Had given him orders, peremptory orders, 
Not to desert his station ! Stands it thus 
With my authority ? Is this th' obedience 
Due to my office, which being thrown aside 
No war can be conducted ? Chieftains, speak 1 
You b(} the judges, generals ! What deserves 
That officer, who, of his oath neglectful, 
Isjguilty of contempt of orders? 

lUo. Death. 



L 
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WdL (raidn§hx8Voiceya$aUhutIQohad remabwd 
sUentf and teermngly scrupukma). 
Count Piccolomini, what has he desehred ? 

Max. (after a longpaxue). Aocordiog to the letter 
of the kwy 
Death. 

Ibo. Death. 

Bvt. Death, by the laws of war. 

[Qaestenberg rises from his sed, WaUenstemfci' 
laws, all the rest rise. 

Wal. To thb the law condemns him^ and not I. 
And if I show him favour, 't will arise 
From the reverence that I owe my Emperor. 

Qjues. If so, I can say nothing furtheffrAcre/ 

Wal, I accepted the command but ou conditions] 
And this the first, that to the diminution 
Of my authority, no human being, 
Not even the Emperor's self, should be entitled 
To do aught, or to say aught, with the army. 
If I stand warranter of the event, 
Placing my honour and my head in pledge, 
Needs must I have full mastery in all 
The means thereto. What rendered this Ghutavof 
Resistless, and unconquer'd upon earth ? 
This : that he was the monarch in his army ; 
A monarch, one who is indeed a monarch, 
Was never yet subdued but by his equaL 
But to the point ! The best is yet to come. 
Attend now, generals I 

Ques, The prince Cardinal 

Begins his route at the approach of spring 
From the Milanese ; and leads a Spanish army 
Thro' Germany into the Netherlands. 
That he may march secure and unimpeded. 
*T is th' Emperor's will^ you grant him a detachment 



Of «lglit horfte-regiments from the anny hert. 

FToZ. Yes, yes! I nodentmBd !— E^ht regiments! 
WeU, 
Jl^ht ir«ll eonoertedy fkib&r Lunormain 1 
Eight thousand horse! Yes^yes! T is as it should be! 
I see it coming. 

Ques, There is nothing coming ; 
All standi in ft^nt : the counsel of state-prudenoey 
ThediolatStffneceMity! 

Wal What then ? 

What, my Lord Envoy ? May I not be suffered 
To understand that folks are'tir'd of seeing 
The sword'ehih in 9iiy grasp: and that your court 
Snatch eagei4j' at this pretence, and use 
The Spanish title, to drain off my forces> 
To lead into the em|»re a new army 
Unsutgected to my control. To throw me 
Plumply tt^de.— I «mi still too powerful Ibr yo« 
To venture that. My Stipulation runs. 
That all the Imperial forces shall obey me 
Where'er the Germui is ike native language. 
Of Spanish troops and of Prince Cardinals, 
That takfe iheir route, as visiters, thro' the empire, 
There stands no syllable in my stipulation. 
No syllaUe ! And so the politic court 
Steals in a tiptoe, and creeps round behind it ; 
First makes me weaker, then to be di^ns'd with. 
Till it dares strike at length a bolder blow 
And makes short work with me. 
What need of ftH thesie crooked ways. Lord Envoy ? 
Straight-forward) man ! His compact with me pkchett 
The Emperor. His would that I mov'd off ! 

WeU !— I wiU gratiiy him ! 

[Here there c&mmencei an agUatUm etmong the 
^emrch wMch inereoBea cantknuUfy. 
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It gneres me for my noble officers' sakes ! 

I see not yet, by what means they will come at 

Tbe moneys they have advanced, or how obtain 

The recompense their services demand. 

fitill a new leader l»rings new claimants forward^ 

And prior merit superannuates quickly. 

There serve here many foreigners i' the anny^ 

And were the man in all else brave and gallant^ 

I was not wont to make nice scrutiny 

After his pedigree or catechism. 

This will be otherwise i' the time to come. 

Well— me no longer it concerns. [He seats hmstif. 

Max, Forbid it Heaven, that it should come to this ! 
Our troops will swell in (hreadlul fermentation — 
The Emperor is abns'd — it cannot be. 

Iso, It cannot be ; all goes to instant wreck. 

WaL. Thou hast said truly, &ithful Isolani ! 
What we with toil and foresight have built up, 
Will go to wreck — all go to instant wreck. 
What then? another chieftain is soon found. 
Another army likewise (who dares doubt it ?) 
Will flock from all sides to the Emperor 
At the first beat of his recruiti&g drum. 

\Puri7ig this speech^ Isolam, Tertsky, lUo, and 
MaradaSy talk confasedhfwith great agkation. 

Max, (busily f and passionately going from one to 
another, and sootMng them), 
fiear, my commander ! Hear me, generals ! 
Let me conjure you, Duke ! Determine nothing, 
Till we have met and represented to you 
Our joint remonstrances. — Nay, calmer ! Friends ! 
I hope all may be yet set right again. 

Ter, Aw9.y ! let us away I in th' antechamber 
Find we tbe others. {^Thejf go* 

But. {to Questenberg), If good counsel gain 
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Dae andience from your wisdoin, my Lord Enirojr ! 
You will be cautious bow you sbow yourself 
In public for some bours to come — or bardly 
Will ^t gold key protect you from mal-treatraent 

{^CammotUms heard from wUlumi. 

Wal. A salutary counsel ^Tbou, Octavio ! 

Wilt answer for tbe safety of our guest. 
Farewell^ Von Questenbca^! 

[Queitenherg is about to speak. 
Nay, not a word. 
Not one word more of that detested subject ! 
You have performed your duty — We know how 
To separate the office from the man. 

[As Qfiestenberg is going off with Octavioy Goetz^ 
TirfenbachflKokitto^ press in, several otfier 
gefteralsfolUnoing them. 
Goetz, Where 's he who means to rob .us of our 

general? 
7^. (at the same time). What are we f(Hrc'd to 

hear ? That thou wilt leave us ? 
Kol. (at the same time). We will live with thee, 

we will die with tiiee. 
Wal. (urithstateUness, ar^d pointing to lUo), There! 
the Field-Marshal knows our will. {Exit. 
[WhUe aU are going off the stage, the curtain drops. 



ACT II. 

SoBNB I. — A smaU Chamber. 

Illo and Tbrtsky. 

Ter. Now for this evening's business ! How intend 
you 
To manage with the generals at the banquet ? 
lUo. Attend ! We frame a formal dedaraticmy 
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Wlierein we to the Duke consign oonelvfle 

Collectively, to be and to remain 

JSis both with life and L'mb, and not to spare 

The last drop of our blood ibr him, provided 

So doing we infringe no oath or duty 

We may be under to the Emp'ror. — Mark I 

This reservation we expressly make 

In a particular clause, and save the conscience. 

Now hear ! This formula so framed and worded 

Will be presented to them for perusal 

Before the banquet No one will find in it 

Cause of offence or scruple. Hear now further ! 

After the feast, when now the vap'ring wine 

Opens the heart, and shuts the eyes, we let 

A counterfeited paper, in the which 

This one particular clause has been left out. 

Go round, for signatures. 

Ter, How ? think you then 

That they'll believe themselves bound by an oath, 
Which we had trick'd them into by a juggle ? 

lUo. We shall have caught and cag'd them ! Let 
them then 
' Beat their wings bare against the wires, and rave 
Loud as they may against our treachery, 
At court their signatures will be believ'd 
Far more than' their most holy affirmations. 
Traitors they are, and must be ; therefore wisely 
Will make a virtue of hecessity. 

Ter. Well, well, it shall content me ; let but St^me- 
thing 
Be done, let only some decisive blow 
Set us in motion. 

JUo, Besides, 'tis of subordinate importance 
How, or how far, we may thereby propel 
The generals. 'T is enough that we persuade 
o *» 
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The Diike^ tiiat Ibey ate k^^-Let him but act 
la his determined mood, as if he had them, 
And he wili have them. Where he plonges in, 
He makes a whiripool, and all stream down to it 

Ter, His policy ii such a labyrinth, 
That many a time when I have thought myself 
Close at his side, he's gone at once, and left me 
Ignorant of the ground where I was standing. 
He ^ends the enemy his ear, permits me 
To write to them, to Amham, to Sesina ; 
Himself comes forward blank and undisguised ; 
Talks with ns by the hour about his plans, 

And when I think I have him — off at once 

He has slipped from me, and appears as if 
He had no scheme, but to retain his place. 

lUo. He give up his old plans! 1^11 tell yoi^ 
friend I 
His soul is occupied with nothing else, 
Even in his sleep—they are his thoughts, his dreams — 
That day by day he questions for this purpose 
The motions of the planets 

Ter. Aye, you know 

This night, that is now coming, he with Seni 
Shuts himself up in the astrological tower 
To make joint observations — for I hear 
It is to be a night of weight and crisis. 
And something great, and of long expectation, 
Is to make its procession in the heaven. 

Hlo, Come ! be we bold and make despatch. The 
work 
In this next day or two must thrive and grow 
More than it has for years. And let but only 
Things first turn up auspicious here below— 
Mark what I say — the right stars too will snow them- 
selves. 
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Come, to the generals. All is in the glow. 
And most be beaten while 't is malleable. 

Ter. Do you go thither, Ulo. I most stay 
And wait here for the Countess Tertsky. KnoWy 
That we too are not idle. Break one string, 
A second is in readiness. 

lUo. Tes!Te8l 

I saw your Lady smile with snch sly meaning. 
What's in the wind 7 

Ter. A secret Hoshl she comes. 

{ExiilBo. 

SOBKB II. 

(The Countess steps out from a Closet.) 
Count and Countbss Tbrtskt. 

Ter. Well — is she coming ? I can keep him back 
No longer. 

Coun. She will be there instantly. 
You only send him. 

Ter. I am not quite certain, 

I must confess it, Countess, whether or not 
We are earning the Duke's thanks hereby. Ton 

know, 
No ray has broke out from him on this point. 
You have o'errurd me ; and yourself know best 
How &r you dare proceed. 

Coun, I take it on me. 

[Talkint/ to herself, while she is advancing. 
Here's no need of full powers and commissions — 
My cloudy Duke I we understand each other — 
And without words. What, could I not unriddle 
Wherefore the daughter should be sent for hither. 
Why first he, and no other, should be chosen 
To fetch her hither ? This sham of betrothing her 
o 8 
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To a bridegroom/ whea no one knows— No ! no ! 
This may blind others I I see thro^ thee. Brother I 
But it beseems thee not, to draw a card 
At such a game. Not yet 1 — It all remains 

Mutely delivered np to my finessing 

Well— thou shalt not have been dtcdw^d, Duke 
Friedland I 

In her who is thy sister. 

Ser. (enter$). The commanders ! 

Ter. (to the Countesi). Take care you heat his 
£uicy and affections — 
Possess him with a reverie, and send him, 
Absent, and dreaming, to the banquet; that 
He may not boggle at the signature. 
Caun. Take you care of your guests! — Go, send 

hka hither. 
Tbt. All rests upon his undersigning. 
Caun. (interrupting him). Go to your guests! 

Go 

Hlo. (comes bach). Where art staying, Tertsky ? 
The house is fuU, and all expecting yon. 

Ter. Instantly ! instantly ! [TV? the Counteee. 

And let him not 
Stay here too long. It might awake suspicion 

In the old man 

Coun» A truce with your precautions i 

[Exeunt Tertshy and lUo. 

^OBNB III. 

Countess, Max. Piooolomini. 
Max. (peeping in on the stage shily). Aunt Tertsky ! 
may I venture ? 

• In Qfsnaxajf after honourable addreues have been paid and for- 
mally aeeepted, the lorera are caUed Bride and Bridegroom, tren 
though the manriage should not take place till years afterwards. 
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[Advances to the middle of the stage, and looks 
around him with uneasiness. 

She's Boi lieie ! 
Where is she? ' . 

Coun. Look tmt somewhat nanowly 

In yonder corner, lest periiaps she lie 
Concealed behind that sereai. 

Max. There lie her glomes ! 

[Snatches, at them, but the CousUess takes them 
herself. 
Yon nnkind Lady ! You refose me this — 
Yon make it an amosement to torment me. 

Coun. And this the thank yon give me for my 
troable ? 

Max. O, if you felt the oppression at my heart ! 
Since we've been here^ so to constrain myself— 
With such poor stealth to hazard words and glance»-« 
These, these are not my habits I 

Coun, Yon have still 

Many new habits to acquire, young friend ! 
But on this proof of your obedient temper 
I mast continue to insist ; and only 
On this condition can I play the agent 
For your concerns. 

Max. But wherefdu^e comes she not? 

Where is she? 

Coun* Into mt/ hands you must place it 

Whole and entire. Whom could you find, indeed. 
More zealously affected to your interest? 
No soul on earlJi must know it — not your father. 
He must not above all. 

Max. Alasl what danger? 

Here is no face on which I might concentre 
All, the enraptur'd soul stirs up within me. 
O Lady I tell me. Is dl chang'd around me ; 



(r 
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Or is it only I? 

I find myself. 
As among strangers 1 Not a trace is left 
Of all my former wbhes, former joys. 
Where has it yanish'd to ? There was a time 
When ev'n^ methought, with such a world as this, 
I was not discontented. Now, how flat ! 
How stale ! No life, no bloom, no flavour in it I 
My comrades are intolerable to me. 
My father— Even to him I can say nothing. 
My arms, my militarv duties — O ! 
They are such wearying toys ! 

Coun. But, gentle friend ! 

I must intreat it of your condescension. 
You would be pleas'd to smk your eye, and &vour 
With one short glance or two this poor stale world. 
Where even now much, and of much moment. 
Is on the eve of its completion. 

Max. Something, 

I can't but know, is going forward round me. 
I see it gath'ring, crowding, driving on, 
In wild uncustomary movements. Well, 
Ip due time, doubtless, it will reach even me. 
Where think you I have been, dear lady ? Nay, 
No raillery. The turmoil of the camp, 
The spring-tide of acquaintance rolling in. 
The pointless jest, the empty conversation, 
Oppress'd and stifled me. I gasp'd for air — 
I could not breathe— I was constrain'd to fly. 
To seek a silence out for my full heart ; 
And a pure spot wherein to feel my happiness, 
No smiling Countess ! In the church was I. 
There is a clobter here to the heaven's gate,* 

^ I am doubtful whether this be the dedication of the cloiit«r, c 
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Thiiher I went, there found myself alone. 
Over the altar hung a holy mother ; 
A wretched painting 'twas, yet 'twas the fnead 
That I was seeking in this moment Ah, 
How oft have I beheld that glorious form 
In splendour^ mid extatic worshippers ; 
Yet, still it mov'd me not ; and now at OD«e 
Was my devotion cloudless as my love. 

Coun, Enjoy your fortune and felicity ! 
Forget the world around you. Meantime, fiieMUiip 
Shall keep strict vigils for you, anxious, aetire. 
Only be manageable when that friendship 
Points you the road to full accomplishment. 
How long may it be since you declared your passion? 

Max, This morning did I hazard the first word. 

Court. This morning the first time in twenty days? 

Max. 'Twas at that hunting-castle, betwixt here 
And Nepomuck, where you had joinM us, and^- 
That was the last relay of the whole journey ! 
In a balcony we were standing mute. 
And gazing out upon the dreary field : 
Before us the dragoons were riding onward, 
The safe-guard which the duke had sent us— heavy 
The inquietude of parting lay upon me, 
And trembling ventur'd I at length these words : 
This all reminds me, noble maiden, that 
To-day I must take leave of my good fortune. 
A few hours more, and you will find a father. 
Will see yourself surrounded by new friends. 
And I henceforth shi^l be but as a stranger, 
Lost in the many—" Speak with my aunt Tertsky !*' 

the nune of one of the city gates, near which it stood. I hart trans- 
lated U in the former sense ) Imt fearful of hanng made torn* dbadeTf 
I ftdd the original:— 

Si iat ein Kloeter hier stw HUmmOnftfrtt* 
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With liurrying voice she interrupted me. 
She fiiiilter'd. I beheld a glowing red 
Possess her beaatiful cheeks, and from the ground 
Rais'd slowly up, her eye met mine — no longer 
Did I control myself. 

(The PrincesM Thekla appears ai the dooTy and 
remains standing, observed by the CautUess, 
but not by Piccohndni, 
With instant boldness 
I caught her in my arms, my mouth touch'd her's ; 
There was a rustling in the room close by ; 
It parted us— 'Twas you. What since has happened. 
You know. 

Coun, {after apause, vnth a stolen glance ai TheTday 
And is it your excess of modesty ; 
Or are you so incurious, that you do not 
Ask me too of my secret ? 

Max, Of your secret ? 

Coun, Why, yes ! When in the instant after you 
I stepp'd into the room, and found my niece there. 
What she in this first moment of the heart, 
Ta'en with surprise — 

3f£ur: (with eagerness), WeU ? 

SOENB IV. 
Thekla {hurries forward). Countess, Max. 

PiCCOLOMINI. 

Thek^ (to the Countess), Spare yourself the trouble. 
That hears he better from myself.* 

Max, (stepping backward). My Princess ! 
What have you let her hear me say, aunt Tertsky 7 

Theh, (to the Countess). Has he been here Aong 7 

Coun, * Yes ; and soon must go. 

Where have you stay'd so long ? 
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£7tek, . Alas ! my mother 

Wept 80 again ! and I — I see ber suffer, 
.Yet cannot keep myself from being bappy. 

Max, Now once again I bave courage to look on you. 
ToHlay at noon I C4>uld not 
Tbe dazzle of the jewels that played round yon 
Hid tbe beloved from me. 

Tkek. Then you saw me 

With your eye only — and not with your heart? 

Max, This morning, when I found you in the circle 
Of all your kindred, in your father's arms, 
Beheld myself an alien in this circle, 
O ! what an impulse felt I in that moment 
To fall upon his neck, to call him father! 
But bis stem eye o'erpower'd thes welling passion — 
It dar'd not but be silent. And those brilliants, 
That like a crown of stars enwreath'd your brows, 
They scar'd me too ! O wherefore, wherefore should be 
At the first meeting spread as 'twere the bann 
Of excommunication round you, wherefore 
Dress up the angel as for sacrifice, 
And cast upon the light and joyous heart 
The mournful burthen of Ai5 station ? Fitly 
May love dare woo for love ; but such a splendour 
Might none but monarchs venture to approach. 

Thek, Hush I not a word more of this mummery. 
You see how soon the burthen is thrown off. 

(to the Countess), 
He is not in spirits. Wherefore is he not ? 
rris you, aunt, that have made him all so gloom/ 1 
He had quite another i ature on the journey — 
Ho calm, so bright, so joyous eloquent 

(to Max), 
It was my wish to see you alwftys lOj 
And never otherwise.! 
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McLX. Toa find yowself 

In your gpreat father's arms, beloved lady ! 
All in a new world, which does homage to yen, 
And which, were't only by its novdty, 
Delights your eye. 

Thek, Tes; I confess to yon 

That many things delight me here : this camp, 
This motley stage of warriors, which renews 
So manifold the image of my fancy, 
And binds to life, binds to reality. 
What hitherto had but been present to roe 
As a sweet dream 1 

McLX, Aks I not so to me. 

It makes a dream of my reality. 
Upon some island in the ethereal heights 
I've liv'd for these last days. This mass of men 
Forces me down to earth. It is a bridge 
That, reconducting to my former life, 
Divides me and my heaven. 

Theh. The game of life 

Looks cheerful, when one. carries in one's heart 
The unalienable treasure. 'Tis a game. 
Which having once reviewed, I tum'd more joyous 
Back to my deeper and appropriate bliss. 

{breaking offy and in a sportive tone). 
In this short time that I've been present here. 
What new unheard-of things have I not seen? 
And yet they all must give place to the wonder 
Which this mysterious castle guards. 

Coun, (recollecting). And what 

Can this be then ? Methought I was acquainted 
With all the dusky comers of this house. 
T%ek. (smiling). Ay, but the road thereto is watched 
by spirits, 
Two griffins still stand sentry at the door. 
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Camu (laughs) The astrological tower ! — How Hap- 
pens it 
That this same sanctaary^ whose access 
Is to all others so impracticable^ 
Opens before you e'en at your approach? . 

Thek. A dwarfish old man with a firiendly &ee 
And snow-white hairs, whose gracious services 
Were mine at first sight, open'd me the doors. 

Max. That is the Duke's astrologer, old Seni. 

Thek. He questioned me on many points ; for instance, 
When I was bom, what month, and on what day. 
Whether by day or in the night. 

Cdtm. He wishM 

To erect a figure for your horoscope 

Thek. My hand too he examined, shook his head 
With much sad meaning, and the lines, methought, 
Did not square over truly with his wishes. 

Caun. Well, Princess, and what found you in this 
tower? 
My highest privilege has been to snatch 
A side-glance, and away ! 

TTiek. It was a strange 

Sensation that came o'er me, when at first 
From the broad sunshine I stepp'd in ! and now 
The narrowing line of day-light, that ran after 
The closing door, was gone ; and all about me 
'Twas pale and dusky night, with many shadows 
Fantastically cast. Here six or seven 
Colossal statues, and all kings, stood round me 
In a half-drde. Each one in his hand 
A sceptre ix>re, and on his head a star, 
And in the tower no other light was there 
But from these stars : all seem'd to come from thev 
* These are the planets,' said that low old man, 
They govern worldly fates, and for that cause 
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Are imaged here as kings. He farthest from J•l^ 
Spiteful and cold, an old man melancholy^ 
With bent and yellow forehead, he is Saturn. 
He opposite, the king with the red light, 
An arm'd man for the battle, that is Mars : 
And both these bring but little luck to man.' 
But at his side a lovely lady stood. 
The star upon her head was soft and bright, 
And that was Venus, the bright star of joy. 
On the left hand, lo ! Mercury with wings. 
Quite in the middle glitter'd silver-bright 
A cheerful man, and with a monarch's mien ; 
And this was Jupiter, my father's star. 
And at his side I saw the Sun and Moon. 

Max. O never rudely will I blame his fiadth 
In the might of stars and angels ! 'Tis not merely 
The human being's pride that people space 
With life and mystical predominance ; 
Since likewise for the stricken heart of Love 
This visible nature, and this common world. 
Is all too narrow : yea, a deeper import 
Lurks in the legend told my infent years 
Than lies uppn that truth, we live to learn. 
For fable is Love's world, his home, his biijh-place : 
Delightedly dwells he 'mong fays and talismans. 
And spirits ; and delightedly believes 
Divinities, being himself divine. 
The intelligible forms of ancient poets. 
The fair humanities of old religion. 
The power, the beauty, and the majesty. 
That had their haunts in dale, or piny moimtiun, 
Or forest by slow stream, or pebbly spring. 
Or chasms and wat'ry depths ; all these have yanirh'd. 
They live no longer in the faith of reason I 

lit still the heart doth need a language, still 
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Doth the old instinct bring back the old ] 
And to yon starry world they now are gone. 
Spirits or gods, Uiat us'd to share this earth 
With man as with their friend ; * and to the lorer 
Yonder they moyCy from yonder visible sky 
Shoot influence down : and even at this day 
'Tis Jupiter who brings whatever is great. 
And Venus who brings every thing thaf s fiur ! 

'Hiek, And if this be the science of the stars, 
I too, with glad and zealous industry, 
Will learn acquaintance with this cheerful faith. 
It is a gentle and affectionate thought, 
That in immeasurable heights above us. 
At our first birth, the wreath of love was woven, 
With sparkling stars for flowers. 

Cotfit. Not only roses. 

But thorns too hath the heaven ; and well for yon, 
Leave they your wreath of love inviolate. 
What Venus twinM, the bearer of glad fortune, 
The sullen orb of Mars soon tears to pieces. 

McLX, Soon will his gloomy empire reach its close. 
Blest be the general's zeal : into the laurel 
Will he inweave the olive-branch, presenting 
Peace to the shouting nations. Then no wish 
Will have remained for his great heart ! Enough 
Has he performed for glory, and can now 
Live for himself and his. To his domains 
Will he retire; he has a stately seat 
Of fairest view at Gitschin ; Keichenberg, 
And Friedland Castle, both lie pleasantly — 
Even to the foot of the huge mountains here 
Stretches the chace and covers of his forests ; 

* No more of talk, where god or angel gaeet. 
With man, as with hia friend familiar, ua'd 
To ait indulgent Paradue LoH, B» UU 

P 2 
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His ruling pMBioo, to create the splendid, 
He can indulge without restraint ; can giya 
A princely patronage to every art. 
And to all wo^rth a sovereign's protection. 
Can build, can plant, can watch the starry coiinet--> 
Coun, Tet I would have you look, and look agaui} 
Before you lay aside your arms, young friend 1 
A gentle bride, as she is, is well worth it 
That you should woo and win her with the swovd. 
Max. O that the sword oodd win her t 
Coun. What was that t 

Did you hear notiiing ? Seem'd, as if I heard 
Tumult and larum in the banquet-room. 

[Exit CautUe$$. 

SOENB V. 

Thbkla and Max. Picoolomini. 

Thek. (as soon €u the Countess is out of dght, in a 
quick low voice to Piccolomini). 
Don't trust them ! They are false I 

Max. Impossible ! 

I%ek. Trust no one here but me. I saw at once, 
They had a purpose. 

Max. Purpose ! but what purpose? 

And how can we be instrumental to it 7 

Thek. I know no more than you ; but yet, believe 
me: 
There's some design in this ! To make us happy. 
To realize our union — trust me, love ! 
They but pretend to wish It 

Max. But these Tertskie*— ^ 

Why use we them at all ? Why not your mother? 
Excellent creature ! she deserves from ns 
A full and filial confidacce* 

TTiek. She doth lore yoo, 
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Doth Tate yoa high before all others — ^bat- 
Bat sucn a secret — she would neyer have 
The courage to conceal it from my father. 
For her own peace of mind we must presenre it 
A secret from her too. 

Max, Why any secret ? 

I love not secrets. Mark^ what I will plo. 
I'll throw me at your father's feet— let him 
Decide upon my fortunes ! — He is true. 
He wears no mask— he hates all crooked ways — 
He IS so good, so noble ! 

Thelu (JaUs an his neck). That are you ! 

Max, You knew him only since this mom ; but I 
Have liv'd ten years already in his presence. 
And who knows whether in this very moment 
He is not merely waiting for us both 
To own our loves, in order to unite us. 

You are silent? 

You look at me with such a hopelessness ! 
What have you to object against your father? 

Tkek, I ? Nothing. Only he 's so occupied — 
He has no leisure time to think about 
The happiness of us two. 

^Taking his hand tender^. 
Follow me ! 
Let us not place too great a faith in men. 
These Tertskies — we will still be grateful to them 
For every kindness, but not trust them further 
Than tuey deserve ;— and in all else rely^— 
On our own hearts ! 

Max. O ! shall we e'er be happy 7 

Thek* Are we not happy now ? Art thou not mine 1 
Am I not thine ? There lives within mv soul 
. A lofty courage— 't is love gives it me 1 
1 ought to t)e less open — ought to hide 
v 3 
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My heart more from thee — so decorum dktatet. 
Bat where in this phice could'st thou seek for trath. 
If in my mouth thou did'st not find it? 

SOBNB VI. 
To them enters the Countess Tbrtskt. 

Coun. (in a pressing manner). Come ! 

My husband sends me for you — It is now 
The latest moment. 

[TTiey net appearing to attend to v?bat she sayM, 
she steps between them, 
. Part you 1 

Thek. 0, not yet I 

It has been scarce a moment. 

Coun. Aye? Then time 

Flies swiftly with your Highness, Princess niece ! 

Max. There is no hurry, aunt. 

Coun, Away I away! 

The folks begm to miss you. Twice already 
His father has ask'd for him. 

Theh. Ha! his father? 

Coun, You understand tJiat, niece. 

Thek, Why needs he 

To go at all to that society ? 
'T is not his proper company. 1 hey may 
Be worthy men, but he's too young for t^em. 
In brief, he suits not such society. 

Coun, Tou mean, you'd rather keep him wholly 
here? 

Thek, (with energy), Tes, you have hit it, aunt ! 
That is my meaning. 
Leaye him here wholly ! Tell the company 

Coun, What? have you lost your senses, niece?-— 
Count, you remember the conditions. Come I 
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Max. (to TheJtIa). Lady, I must obey. Farewell, 

dear lady I 
[Thekla turns away from, him witJi a quick motion. 
What say you then, dear lady ? 
Tkek. (without looking (tt Mm). Nothing. Go! 

Max, Can I, when you are angry 

[Jle draws up to her, their eyes meet^ she stands 
sUent a moment^ then throws herself into Ms 
arms ; he presses her fast to Ms heart, 
Coun. Off! HeaVeng I if any one should come 
Hark ! What 's that noise ? It comes this way.— Off ! 
[Max. tears Mmself away out of her armSy and 
goes. T/ije Countess accompanies Mm, Thekla 
follows Mm with her eyes at first y walks rest- 
Ussly across the room, then stops, and remains 
standing, lost in thought. A guitar lies on the 
table, she seizes it as by a sudden emotion, and- 
after she has played awMle an irregular and 
melancholy symphony, she faHs gradvMy into 
the name and sings. 

Thekla. ( Plays and sings, ) 
The cloud doth gather, the greenwood roar, 
The damsel paces along the shore ; 
The billows they tumble with might, with might ; 
And she flings out her voice to the darksome night : 

Her bosom is swelling with sorrow ; 
The world it is empty, the heart will die, 
There's nothing to wish for beneath the sky : 
Thou Holy One, call thy child away ! 

I've lived and loved, and that was to-day 

Make ready my grave-clothes to-morrow,* 

* I fonnd it not in my power to translate ^toM Bong with literal 
fidelity, preaenwig at tiie same time the Alcaic raoTcment ; and have 
therefore added the original with a prose translation. Some of my 
leaders may be more fortunate. 
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SOBNB VII. 

Countess (retums)^ Thekul. 
Coun. Fie, lady niece ! to throw yoareelf upon his, 
Like a poor gift to one who cares not for it. 
And so must be flung after him ! For you, 
Duke Friedland's only child, I should have thought 
It had been more beseemmg to have shown yourself 
More chary of your person. 

Thekla, (^OeU mtd tingt.) 
D«r Eiehwald bnuiaet, die Wolken uthn. 
Dm Mftgdlein wandelt an Ufers GiUn, 
El bricht uch die Welle mit Macht, mit Macht, 
Und tie aingt hinaiu in die flnatre Nacht, 

Daa Ange von Weinen getrdbet : 
Daa Hen iit gestorben, die Welt ist leer, 
Und weiter giebt lie dem Wunache nichta mebr. 
Da Heilige, mfe dein Kind loraek, 
Ich habe genossen das irdische GlOck, 

Ich habe gelebt und geliebet. 

LITERAL TRANSLATION. 
Thekla, (Playa and rings.) 
The oak-foTeet bellowi, the doudi gather, the damsel walks to 
and fro on the green of the shore ; the wave breaks with might, with 
might, and she sings oat into the dark night, her eje diseolour'd 
with weeping : the heart is dead, the world is emptj, and further 
gives it nothing more to the wish. Thou H0I7 One, call thy ehild 
heme. I have ei^oyed the happiness of this world, I have lived and 
have loved. 

I cannot but add here an imitation of this song, with which the 
author of *' The Tale of Rosamund Gray and Blind Margaret," has 
favoured me, and which appears to me to have caught the hi4[>pieat 
r of our old ballads. 
The clouds are blackening, the storms threat'ning. 

The cavern doth mutter, the greenwood moan ; 
Billows are breaking, the damsel's heart aching. 
Thus in the dark night she singeth alone. 
Her eye upward roving : 
The world is empty, the heart is dead snrdy. 

In this world plainly all seemeth amiss | 
To thy heaven. Holy One, take home thy littte «M» 
I have partaken of all earth's bliu. 
Both living and loving. 
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7%ek. {rismg). And what mean you T 

Cown. I mean, niece^ that you shonld not haye for- 
gotten 
Who you are, and who he is. But perchance 
That never once occnrr'd to yon. 

Thek, What then? 

Coun, That you 're the daughter of the Prince-duke 
Friedland. 

Theh. Well— and what fiurtherf 

Coun. What P a pretty question ! 

Theh. He was horn that which we haye but became. 
He 's of an ancient Lombard fieumilyy 
Son of a reigning princess. 

Coun. Are you dreaming f 

Talking in sleep f An excellent jest, forsooth I 
We shall, no doubt, right courteously intreai hiui 
To honour with his hand the richest heireis 
In Europe. 

T%ek. That will not be necessary. 

Coun. Methinks 'twere well tho' not to run tlie 
hazard. 

Thek, His fkther loves him, Count Octayio 
Will interpose no difficulty 

Coun. His! 

His fathar ! his ! But y ours's, niece, what of your's f 

Thek. Why I begin to think you fear his fother, 
So anxiously you hide it iirom the man ; 
His fathar, his, I mean. 

Cotm. (looks ai her^ as serutimzmg). Niece, you 
Biefalse. 

Thek. Are you then wounded ? O, be friendg with 
me? 

Coun. Ton hold your game ibr won already. Do 
not 
Triumph too soon I — 
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Thek. (interrupting her^ and attengrting io fooihs 
her). Nay now, be friends with me. 

Caun. It is not yet so far gone. 

T%ek. I belieye yon. 

Caun. Did you suppose your father had laid out 
His most important life in toils of war, 
Denied himself each quiet earthly bliss, 
Had banish'd slumber from his tent, deyoted 
His noble head to care, and for this only, 
To make a happier pair of you ? At length 
To draw you from your convent, and conduct 
In easy triumph to your arms the man 
That chanc'd to please your eyes ! All this, methinksy 
He might have purcha^d at a cheaper rate. 

Thek, That which he did not plant for me, might yet 
Bear me frtir fruitage of its own accord. 
And if my friendly and affectionate Fate, 
Out of his fearful and enormous being. 
Will but prepare the joys of life for me — 

Coun. Thou seest it with a loyelom maiden's eyes. 
Cast thine eye round, bethink thee who thou art. 
Into no house of joyance hast thou stepp'd. 
For no espousals dost thou find the walls 
Deck'd out, no guests the nuptial garland wearing. 
Here is no splendour but of arms* Or think'st thon 
That all these thousands are here congregated 
To lead up the long dances at thy wedding ? 
Thou see'st thy father's forehead full of thought, 
Tliy mother's eye in tears : upon the balance 
Lies the great destiny of all our house. 
Leave now the puny wish, the girlish feeling, 
O thrust it far behind thee I Give thou proof. 
Thou 'rt the daughter of the Mighty — 7ds, 
Who where he moves creates the wonderful. 
Not to herself the woman must belong, 
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AnnezM and bound to alien destinies. 
But she performs the best part, she the TViiet^ 
Who can transmute the alien into self. 
Meet and disarm necessity by choice : 
And what must be, take freely to her hear^ 
And bear and foster it with mother's lore. 

Theh. Such ever was my lesson in the conrent 
I had no loyes^ no wishes, knew myself 
Only as his — his daughter — his, the Mighty I 
His &me, the echo of whose blast droye to me 
From the far distance, waken'd in my soul 
No othar thought than this — I am appointed 
To offer up myself in passiveness to him. 

Coun. That is thy fiite. Mould thou thy wishes to it 
I and thy mother gave thee the example. 

Theh. My fate hath shown me Mm^ to whom behorei 
it 
That I should offer up myself. In gladness 
ERm will I follow. 

Coun, Not thy fate hath shown him t 

Thy heart, say rather — ^'twas thy heart, my child ! 

Theh. Fate hath no yoice but the heart's impulses. 
I am all his ! HU Present — Ma alone 
Is this new life, which lives in me. He hath 
A right to his own creature. What was I 
Ere his fair loye infus'd a soul into me ? 

Coun, Thou would'st oppose thy father then, should 
he 
Haye otherwise determined with tBy person? 

{TheJda remains sUeni. The Countess continues.) 
Thou meanest to force him to thy liking ?— Child, 
His name is Friedland. 

T7tek. My name too is Friedla\id. 

He shall have found a genuine daughter in me. 

Ccmn. What ? he has yanquish'd all impedimenfy 
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And in the wilful mood of hit own daughter 
. Shall a new struggle rise for him ? Child t chHd I 
As yet thou hast teen thy father's smiles alone ; 
The eye of his rage thou hast not seen. Bear chik!, 
I will not frighten thee. To that extreme, 
I trust, it ne'er shall come. His will is yet 
Unknown to me : 'tis possible, his aims 
May have the same direction as thy wish. 
But this can never, never be his wUl, 
That thou, the daughter of his haughty fortunes, 
Should's e'er demean thee as a love sick maiden ; 
And like some poor cost-nothing, fling thyself 
Toward the man, who, if that high prize ever 
Be destin'd to await him, yet, with sacrifices 
The highest love can bring, must pay lor it 

l£xit CounUess. 
Theh, (who during the last speech had been standing 
evidently lost in her reflections,) 
I thank thee for the hint. It turns 
My sad presentiment to certabty. 
And it is so ! — ^Not one friend have we here. 
Not one true heart! we've nothing but ourselves ! 

she said rightly — no auspicious signs 
Beam on this covenant of our affections. 
This is no theatre, where hope abides. 

The dull thick noise of war alone stirs here. 
And love himself, as he were arm'd in steel. 
Steps forth, and girds him for the strife of death. 

[Music /ronfthe banquet room is heard. 
There's a dark spirit walking in our house. 
And swiftly will the destiny close on ns. 
It drove me hither from my calm asylum, 
It mocks my soul with charming witchery, 
It lures me forward in a seraph's shapis 

1 see it sear, I see it nearer floatmg, 
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It draw8> it polls me 'jvith a god-like power— 
And lo I the abyss — and thither I am moving — 
I have no power within me not to move ! 

IThe tmmcfrom the banquet room becomes Umder. 
O when a house is doom'd in fire to perish^ , 
Many and dark heaven drives his clouds together, 
Yea, shoots his lightnings down firom sunny height^ 
Flames burst from out the subterraneous chasms. 
* And fiends and angels, mingling in their fury, 
Sling fire-brands at the burning edifice. 

[ExU Thekla, 

Scene VIII. — A Icarge saloon lighted up with fcsial 
splendour ; in the midst ofity and in the centre of 
the stage, a table richJy set out, at which eh/ht 
generals are sitting, among whom are Octavio 
Piccolamiru, Tertsky and Maradas. BigM and 
left of tJds, but farther bcLck, two other tableSy at 
each of which six persons are placed. Hie middle 
door, which is standing open, gives to the prospect 
a fourth table, with the same number of persons 
More forward stands the sideboard. The whole 
front of the stage is kept open for the pages and 
servants in waiting, AU is in motion. The band 
of music belonging to. Tertsky* s regiment march 
€uross the stage, and draw up round the tables. 
Before they are quite off from the front of the 
stage. Max, Piccolomini appears; Tertsky advances 

* There are few, who will not have tmite enough to lamgh at the two 
eoncluding lines of thii aoliloquy ; and itill fewer, I would fain hope, 
who woold not have been more ditpoied to ahndder, had I giren a 
fnt^fiU tranalatioa. For the readers of German I hare added th« 
origuialt- 

Blind-wathend ichlendert aelbit der 6ott der Freode 
Den Fed^ransindas brennende Oebaude* 
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towards him with a paper, Isolani come$ up to mut 
him with a beaker or tervicC'Cup, 

Tbbtskt, Isolani, Max. Piooolomini. 

I$o. Here brother, what we love ! Why, where 
hast been? 
Off, to thy place — quick ! Tertsky here has g^ren 
The mother's holiday wine np to free booty. 
Here it goes on as at the Heidelberg castle. 
Already hast thou lost the best They're giving 
At yonder table ducal crowns in shares ; 
There's Sternberg's lands and chattels are put up, 
With Eggenberg's, Stawata's, Lichtenstein's, 
And all the great Bohemian feodalities. 
Be nimble lad ! and something may turn up 
For thee~who knows? Off— to thy place ! quick! march! 

Tie/, and Goetz (call out from the second and third 
tables. 

Count Piccolomoni ! 

Ter, Stop, ye shall have him in an instant.— Read 
This oath here, whether as 'tis here set forth, 
The wording satisfies you. They've all read it, 
Each in his turn, and each one will subscribe 
His individual signature. 

Max, (readsj) * Ingratis servure nefas.' 

Iso, That sounds to my ears very much like Latin, 
And being interpreted, pray what may't mean ? 

Ter, No honest man will serve a thankless master. 

Max, * Inasmuch as our supreme commander, the 
illustrious Duke of Friedland, in consequence of the 
manifold afironts and grievances which he has received, 
had expressed his determination to quit the Emperor, 
but on our unanimous entreaty has graciously consented 
to remain still with the army, and not to part from us 
without our approbation thereof, so we, collectively 
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and ecuih in particular, in the stead of an oatb penon- 
ally taken, do hereby oblige ourselves— likewise by him 
honourably and faithfully to hold, and in no wise 
whatsoever £rom him to part, and to be ready to shed 
for his interests the last drop of oar blood, so far, 
namely, as our oath to the Emperor will permit. 
(These last wards are repeated by Isolatd.) In testi- 
mony of which we snbscribe our names/ 

Ter. Now!— are you willing to subscribe this paper? 

Iso. Why shoold he not? All o£Bcers of honour 
Can do it, ay must do it. — Pen and ink here ! 

Ter. Nay, let it rest till after meal. 

Iso. (drawing Max. along,) Come Max. 

Both seat themselves at tlteir taUe, 

Scene IX. 
Tertsky, Neumann. 
Ter. (beckons to Neumann who is waiting at the 
side table, and steps forward with him to the 
edge of the stage. ) 
Have you the copy with you, Neumann? Give it. 
It may be changed for the other? 

■N'eu. I have copied it 

Letter by letter, line by line; no eye 
Would e'er discover other difference. 
Save only the omission of that clause, 
According to your Excellency's order. 

Ter. Right ! Lay it vender, and away with this— 
It has performed its business— to the fire with it— 
(Neumann lays the copy on the table, and steps 
bach again to the side table. 

Scene X. 
Illo (comes outjrom the second chamber,) Tsbtskt. 
iZfo. How goes it with young Piccolomini ? 
Q2 
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Ter. All right, I think. He hat started no olgedioa. 

lUo. He is the only one I fear abont-^ 
He and his &ther. Have an eye on both. 

Ter. How looks it at your table T Youlbrgetnol 
To keep them warm and stirring? 

Bio, O qnite cordial, 

They are quite eoroial in the soheme. We hare t 
And 'tb as I predicted too. Already 
It is the talk) not merely to maintain 
The Doke in station. * Since we're osee hit all 
Together and unanimouSy why not,' 
Says Montecaculi, ^ Ay, why not onward ? 
And make conditions with the Emperor 
There in his own Vienna V Trust me, Count, 
Where it not for tiies^ said PIccolomini, 
We might have spar'd ourselves the cheat 

Ter, And Butler? 

How goes it there ? Hush ! 

SOENB XI. 
To them enter BvTLRnfrom the second table. 

But. Don't disturb yourselves. 

Field Marshal, I have understood you perfectly, 
Good luck be to the scheme; and as for me, 

{vMh an air of mystery,) 
You may depend upon me. 

TUo. {with vivacity,) May we, Butler ? 

But. With or without the clause, all one to me? 
You undertand me ? My fidelity 
The Duke may put to any proof— I'm with him ! 
Tell him so ! I'm the Emperor's officer. 
As long as 'tis his pleasure to remain 
The Emperor's general! and Friedland's i 
As soon as it shall please him to become 
His own lord. 
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Ter. You would make a good ezdwnge; 

No stern economist^ no Ferdinand 
Is he to whom you plight yoiir services. 

BiU. {with a haughty look), I do not pat up my 
fidelity 
To sale, Count Tertsky ! Haifa year ago 
I would not have advis'd you to have made me 
An overture to that, to which I now 
Offer myself of my own free accord. — 
But that is past I and to the Duke, Field Marshal, 
I bring myself together with my regiment 
And mark you, 'tis my humour to believe, 
The example which I give will not remain 
Without an influence. 

lUo, Who is ignorant, 

That the whole army look to Colonel Butler, . 
As to a light that moves before them? 

But. Ey ? 

Then I repent me not of that fidelity 
Which for the length of forty years I held, 
If in my sixtieth year of my old good name 
Can purchase for me a revenge so full. 
Start not at what I say, sir generals ! 
My real motives — they concern not you. 
And you yourselves, I trust, could not expect 
That this your game had crook'd my judgment — or 
That fickleness, quick blood, or such light cause. 
Has driven the old man from the track of honour. 
Which he so long had trodden. — Come, my friends! 
I'm not thereto determined with less firmness, 
Because I know and have look'd steadily 
At that on which I have determin'd. 

lOo. Say, 

And speak roundly, what are we to deem you^ 

But. A friend! 1 give you here my hand! I'm your^s 
« Q 3 



(r 
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With all I ha^e. Not only men, but money ' 

Will the Doke want.- Go, tell him, sin I 

I've earn'd and laid ap somewhat in his seme^ 

I lend it him; and is he mj svnriTor, 

It has been already long ago beqneathM him. 

He is my heir. For me^ I stand alone 

Here in the world ; nonght know I of the feelings 

That bind the hasband to a wife and chHdren, 

My name dies wi^ me, my existence ends. 

jRfe. ^Tis not your ra<mey tiiat he needs—* heart 
Like yonr's weighs tons of gold down, weighs down 
millions! 

But, I came a simple soldier's boy from Ireland 
To Pragne — and with a master, whom I buried. 
From lowest stable duty I elimb'd up, 
Such was the fate of war, to this high rank, 
1 he plaything of a whimsical good fortune. 
And Wallenstein too is a child of luck, 
I love a fortune that is like my own. 

lUo. All powerfnl souls have kindred with each 
other. 

But. This is an awful moment 1 to Ae brare. 
To the determin'd, an auspicious moment. 
The Prince of Weimar arms, upon the Main 
To found a mighty dukedom. He of Halberstadt, 
That Mansfeld wanted but a longer life 
To have mark'd out with his good sword a lordship 
That should reward his courage. Who of these 
Equals our Friedland ? There is nothing, nothing 
So high, but he may set the ladder to it! 

Ter. That spoken like a man ! 

But. Do you secure ike Spaniard and Italian — 
I'll be your warrant for the Scotchman Lesly. 
Coiite ! to the company ! 

Ter. Where is the master of the cellar? U^t 
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liCt the beil wines oome up. Ho I clieerly* bof t 
LuciL comes to-ciay, so give ber hearty wekont. 

[Jslxeunt each to hbtMt. 

SOBNB XII. 

The Master of the CeUar advancing with Neunuumu 
Servants pacing backwards and forwards. 

Mast, of the Cd. The best wine ! O ! if my old 
imstressy bis Isdy mother, cookl bat see these wild 
g^MBgiB OD, jlie wo«ld turn bersdf roand in ber gra^e. 
Yes, yes, sir officer ! 'tis all down the bill with ibis 
noble boiose 1 no end, no nMMieration 2 And this mar- 
riage with tbe Duke's sister, a splendid connection, a 
very splendid connection I bat I wJUtt tdl yon, sir 
officer, it bodes no good. 

Neu. Heaven forlnd ! Why, at this very moment 
the whole prospect Is in bod and blossom ! 

Mast. oftheCeL You think so ?— Wdl, well, jnacb 
may be said on tiiat head. 

1st Ser. (comes). Burgundy for the fourth t^l^. 

Mast, of the CeL Now, sir lieutenant, if this an't 
the seventieth flask 

1st Ser. Why, tbe reaaoa is, that Geman kird, 
Tiefenbach, sits at that table. 

Mast, of the CeL (continuing his discourse to New 
mann). They are soaring too high. They would kiva2 
kings and electors in their pomp and splendour ; and 
wherever tbe Duke lei^ps, not a minute does my gra- 
cious master, the Count, loiter on the brink.— {To t/ie 
servants). — What do. you stand there listenis^ for ? 
I will let you know you have legs presently. Off! 
see to the tables, see to the flasks I XiOok there ! Count 
Palfi has an empty glass before him 1 

Bunner (comes). The great service-cup is wanted^ 
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•ir ; diat rich gold cap with the Bohemutii man an it. 
The Count sayt you know which it is. 

Mtut. of the Cel Ay ! that was made for Frederick's 
coronation by the artist William — there was not such 
another prize in the whole booty at Prague. 

Bun. The same ! — a health is to go round in him 

Mast, of the Cel. (shaking Jus head whUe he fetches 
and rimes the cup). This will be something for the 
talebearers— this goes to Vienna. 

Neu. Permit me to look at it — ^Well, this is a cup 
indeed ! How heavy ! as well as it may be, being all 
gold. — And what neat things are emboss'd on it ! how 
natural and elegant they look I— There, on that first 
quarter, let me see. That proud Amazon there on 
horseback, she that is taking a leap over the crosier 
and mitres, and carries on a wand, a hat, together 
with a banner, on which there's a goblet represented. 
Can you tell me what all this signifies ? 

Maut. of the Cel. The woman whom you see here 
on horseback, is the free election of the Bohemian 
crown. That is signified by the round hat, and by 
that fiery steed on which she is riding. The hat is 
the pride of man ; for he who cannot, keep his hat 
on before kings and emperors is no free man. 

Neu. But what is the cup there on the banner ? 

Mast, of the Cel, The cup signifies the freedom of 
tiie Bohemian Church, as it was in our forefathers' 
times. Our forefathers, in the wars of the Hussites, 
forced from the pope this noble privilege ; for the pope, 
you know, will not grant the cup to any layman. 
Your true Moravian values nothing beyond the cup ; 
it is his costly jewel, and has cost the Bohemians their 
precious blood in many and many a batde. 

Neu, And what says that chart tiiat hargs in the 
shr there, over it all ? 
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Uaa. 9f the C4' Tbafc vigiufiet the BobemiMi 
letter ro^al, wHich we lorced from Um Emperor 
BodolpD — 9^ precious, never-to^be-enoagli Tflaed 
parcnment, that ^ secures, to the new church the old 
privileges of free ringing and open psi^mofly. Siit 
since he of Steienn'ark has ruled over us, tb^t is at an 
end ; and after the battle at Prague in whi^h Count 
Palatine Frederick lost crown and empire, our faith 
hangs upon the pulpit and the altar— -and our brethren 
look at their homes over their shoulders \ but the letter 
royal the emperor himself cut to pkcfs with his scis- 
sars. 

Neu, Why^ my good Master of the Cellar ! yon aie 
deep read in the chronicles of your country I 

Mu$t. of the CeL So were my fois&thefa, and for 
that reason were they miustreb, and served under 
Procopiusand Ziska. Peace be with thehr ashes 1 
Well, well ! they fought for a good cause tho' — There 
carry it up ! 

Neu, Stay ! let nio but look at this second quart(!r, 
Look there ! That is, when at Prague Castle the Im- 
perial Counsellors, Martinitz and Stawata were hurl'd 
down head over heels. 'Tis even so ! there stands 
Count Thur who commands it. 

{Iturmer tahes the sermce-'Cup and goes off with it.) 

Mast, of the CeL O let me never more hear of that 
day. It was the three and twentieth of May, in the 
year of our Lord one thousand, six hundred, and 
eighteen. It seems to me as it were but yesterday — 
from that unlucky day it all began, all the heart-aches 
of the country. Since that day it is now sixteen years, 
and there has never once been peace on the earth. 

(Health drank aloud at the second tabic.) 
The Prince of Weimar I Hurra t 

(-4* the third and fourth takk.) 



ITS THB PIOOOLOKINI ; OB, THB 

Long live Prince William ! Long live Duke Ber« 
nard! Harral {Music strikes up,) 

1st Ser, Hear'em I Hear'em I What an uproar ! 

2nd Ser, (comes in running,) Did you hear ? The j 
have drunk the Prince of Weimar's health. 

Brd Ser. The Swedish Chief Commander ! 

1st Ser, {speaking at the same time.) The Lutheran ! 

find Ser, Just before, when Count Deodate gave 
out the Emperor's health, they were all as mum as a 
nibbling mouse. 

Mast, oftke del, Po, po ! When the wine goes in, 
strange things come out. A good servant hears, and 
hears not ! — ITou should be nothing but eyes and feet 
except when you're caUed to. 

2nd Ser. (To the Hunner, to whom he gives se- 
cretJy a flask of wine , keeping his eye upon the 
Master of the CeUar^ standing between him and 
the Bunner.^ 

Quick, Thomas, before the Master of the Cellar 
looks this way — 'tis a flask of Frontignac ! — Snapp'd 
it up at the third table— Canst go off with it ? 

Bun. (hides it in his pocket,) All right! 

JExit the 2nd Servant. 

Srd Ser. (aside, to the first,) Be on the hark, Jack » 
that we may have right plenty to tell to Father Quivoga 
—He will give us right plenty of absolution in return 
for it. 

\st Ser. For that very purpose I am always hav- 
ing something to do behind Illo's chair. — He is the 
man for speeches to make you stare with. 

Mast, of the Cel, (to Neumann,) Who, pray, may 
that swarthy man be, he with the cross, that is chat- 
ting so confidentially with Esterhats ? 

Neu. Ay, he too is one of those to whom they conBde 
too much. He calls himself Maradas, a Spaniard is h^. 
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Biagt, of the Cel, (trnpatienth/), Spaniard ! Spaniard I 
I tell you, iriend, nothing good comes of those Spa* 
niards. All these outlandish fellows* are little better 
than rogues. 

Neu. Fie, fie, yoa should not say so, friend. There 
are among them our very best generals, and those on 
whom the Duke at this moment relies the most 

Mast, of the Cel (taking theJUuk out of the J2tm- 
tier's pocket). My son, it will be broken to pieces in 
your pocket 

[Tertsky hurries in, fetches away the paper, and 

eaUs to a servant for pen and ink, and goes to 

the back of the stage. 

Mast, of the CeL (to the Servants), The Lieutenant* 

General stands up.— Be on the watch.--Now ! They 

break up.— Off, and move back the forms ! 

\They rise at aU the tables, the servants hurry off 
the front of the stage to the tables^ part of the 
guests comeforwand. 

SCBNB XIII. 
OoTAYio PiocoLOMiNi enters into conversation with 
Mabadas, and both place themselves quite on the 
edge of the stage on one side of the proscenium. 
On the side directly opposite, Max. Piccolomini, 
by himself,- lost in thougJU, and taking no part in 
anything thai is going forward. The middje space 
between both, but rather more distant from the edge 
of the stage, is filled up by Butlbb, IsoLANif 

GOBTZ, TiBFBNBACH, KOLATTO. 

* There is a humour in the original which cannot be given in the 
teanalatum. ** Die w«t$chen alle," &c., which word in cla»aical Ger- 
man meant the ItaUant alone ; but in its first senie, and at present in 
the vulgar use of the word, signifies foreigners in general. Our word 
vall-nvts, I suppose, meant outtantUiM nuts— WaUae nuces, in Oer« 
aA&*'W«lich.nllsse." 
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Imf, (wMle the eampof^ k coming forward). Oood 
Bigfaty good nighty KoJmtto ! Gk>od night, Lieavenmnt- 
Qtnoral ! — I should rather Mty, good mommg. 

Gcetz. (to TU/enbach). Noble brother) (making 
tlk utual eompUment after meais.) 

Tirf. Aj \ 'twat a royal feast indeed. 

Ooett. Yes, my Lady Conntess understands these 
matters. Her modier-in-law^ heaven rest her soul^ 
taught her ! — Ah ! that was a housewife for you. 

lief There was not her like in all Bohemia for set- 
ting out a table. 

Oct* (aMe to Maradas), Do me the fkyour to talk 
to me — talk of what you will— or of nothing. Only 
preserve the appearance at least of talking. I would 
not wish to stand by myself, and 3ret I conjecture that 
there will be goings on here worthy of our attentive 
observation. (He contimtes to fix Ms eye on the whole 
foBawing scene.) 

Iso. (on the point of going). Lights, lights! 

Ter. (advances with the paper to Isohm). Noble 
brother! two minutes longer; here is something to 
subscribe. 

Iso. Subscribe as much as you like^but you must 
excuse me from reading it. 

Ter, There is no need. It is the oath which you 
have already read. — Only a few marks of your pen ! 
(holani hands over the paper to Octavio, respectfully,) 

Ter. Nay, nay, first come, first served. There is no 
precedence here. (Octavio runs over the paper with 
apparent indifference. Tertsky watches Mm at some 
distance.) 

Qoetz. (to Tertsky). Noble Count ! with your per- 
mission—Good night. 

Ter, Where's the hurry 7 Come, one other compote 
ing draught.— (To t?ie servants.)'-Ho ! 
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Qpetz, Bxcose me — an't able. 

Ter. A thirable-foll ! 

Ooetz, Exeose me. 

TUf. (dts down). Pardon me, nobles.— This stand* 
ing does not agree with me. 

Ter. Consalt only yonr own oonvenienee, (General. 

T\ef. Clear at head, sound in stomach — only my 
legs won't carry me any longer. 

Iso. {pointing at hit corpulence). Poor legs ! how 
Mkould they? Such an nnmerciM loadl (Octcano 
subscribes Ms name, and reaches over the paper to 
Tertshjff who gives it to Isolam; and he goes to the 
table to sign his name,) 

7^f, Twas that war in Pomerania that first brooght 
it on. Oat in all weathers — ^ice and snow — no help 
for it. — ^I diall never get the better of it all th^ days o£ 
my life. 

Ooetz. Why, in simple verity, your Swede makes 
no nice inqairies about the season. 
. Ter. (observing Isolani, whose hand trembles exces^ 
sioehfy so that lie can scarcely direct his pen). Have 
you had that ugly eompUdnt long, noble brother?—* 
Despatch it. 

Iso. The sins of yonth ! I have already tried the 
Chalybeate waters. Well — I must bear it. {Tertsky 
gives the paper to Maradas; he steps to the table to 
subscribe.) 

Oct. {advancing to Butler). You are not over fond 
of the orgies of Bacchus, Colonel ! I have observed 
it. You would, I think, find yourself more to your 
liking in the uproar of a battle, than of a feast. 

But. I roust confess, 'tis not in my way. 

Oct. {stepping nearer to khn/riendHfy). Nor in mine 
either, I can assure you ; and I am not a little glad, 
<ay smch honoured Colonel Butler, that we agree so 
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well in our opinions. A half doien good friends at 
mosti at a small round table, a glass of genuine Tokay, 
open hearts, and a rational conrersation — that's my 
tastel 

But. And mine too, when it can be had. (The paper 
comes to TUfenbach^ who glanccM over it at the tame 
time taith Ooetz ondKolatto. Maradas in the mean 
time returns to Octavio, AU this takes place, the con- 
versation with Butler proceeding unmtemqrted,) 

Oct. (introducing Maradas to Butler). Don Balt- 
hasar Maradas ! likewise a man of our stamp, and long 
ago your admirer. (Butler bows,) 

Oct. (continuing). You are a stranger here — ^'t was 
but yesterday you arrived ; — you are ignorant of the 
ways and means here. T is a wretched place— I know, 
at our age, one loves to be snug and quiet— What if 
you moved your lodgings? — Come, be my visitor. 
(Butler makes a low bow,) Nay, without compliment I 
— For a friend like you, I have still a Comer remaining. 

But. (coldfy). Your obliged humble servant, my 
Lord Lieutenant-General ! (Uie paper comes to But' 
ler, who goes to the table to subscribe it. The front 
of the stage is vacant, so that both the Piccohmini's, 
each on the side where Ke had been frvm the com- 
mencement of the scene, remain alone,) 

Oct. (after having some time watdied his son in 
silence, advances somewhat nearer to mm). Yon were 
long absent frx>m us, friend I ^ 

Max, I ^urgent business detained me. 

Oct. And, I observe, you are still absent 

Max. You know this crowd and bustle always 
makes me silent. 

Oct. (advancing stiU nearer). May I be permitted 
to ask what the busmess was that detuned you? — 
Ttrtshy knows it without asking ! 
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Max. What does Tertsky know? 

Oct, He was the only one who did not miss you. 

Iso, {who has been attending to them from tome 
distance^ steps up.) Well done^ father ! Rout oat his 
baggage I Beat up his quarters ! There is something 
there that should not be. 

Ter, {with the paper), 1% there none wanting? 
Have the whole subscribed ? 

Oct, All. 

T^. {caMng dUnid), Ho! Who subscribes? 

But, {to Tertsky), Count the names. There ought 
to be just thirty. 

T^. Here is a cross. 

Tief. Thaf s my mark. 

Iso. He cannot write ; but his cross is a good cross, 
and is honour'd by Jews as well as Christians. 

Oct, {presses an to Max,) Come, General ; let us 
go. It is late. 

Ter, One Piccolomini only has signed. 

Iso, {pointing to Max.) Look ! tJiat is your man, 
that statue there, who has had neither eye, ear, nor 
tongue for us the whole evening. {Max, receives the 
paper from Tertsky, which he looks upon vacantly*) 

Scene XIV. 

To these enter iLLofrom the inner room. He has in 
his hand the golden service^cup, and is extremely 
distempered with drinking: Gobtz and Butler 
follow him, endeavouring to keep him back, 

lUo, What do you want? Let me go. 

Goetz and But, Drink no more, lUo ! For hea- 
ven's sake, drink no more. 

lUo, {goes up to Octavio, and shakes him cordially 
by the hand, and then drinks), Octayio! I bring this 
«9 



184 THB PioooLOKim ; ob, thb 

to you ! Let all gradge be drowned in this friendly 
bowl ! I know well enough, ye never loved roe-^ 
Devil take me ! — and I never loved yon !~I am al- 
ways even with people in that way ! — Let what 's past 
be past — that is, you understand—forgotten ! I esteem 
you infinitely. , {Embracing him repeatedfy') You 
have not a dearer friend on earth than I— 4)ut that you 
know. The fellow that cries rog^e to you, calls me 
villain — and I'll strangle him !— my dear friend ! 

Ter. (ycMtpermg to Mm). Art in thy senses? For 
heaven's sake, Illo ! think where you are. 

JUo. {aloud). What do you mean? — ^There are none 
but friends here, are there ? {Looks round the wliole 
circle unth ajdfy and triumphant air,) Not a sneaker 
among us, thank heaven ! 

Ter. {to Butler^ eagerly). Take him off with you, 
force him off, I entreat you, Butler 1 

Bui, {to lUo). Field-Marshal ! a word with you. — 
(Leads him to the side^-board^ 

Illo. {cordktlfy). A thousand for one ! Fill— Fill it 
once more up to the* brim. — ^To this gallant man's 
health 1 

Iso. (to MaXy who aU the while has been staring on 
the paper with fixed but vacant eyes) Slow and sure, 
my noble brother !-T-Hast parsed it all yet? — Some 
words yet to go thro' ? — Ha ?— « 

Max. (waking as from a dream). What am I to do? 

Ter. and at the same time Iso. Sign your name. 
(Octavio directs his eyes on him with intense anxiety.) 

Max. (returns the paper). Let it stay till to- 
morrow. It is business — ^to-day I am not sufficiently 
collected. Send it to me to-morrow. 

Ter. Nay, collect yourself a little. 

Iso, Awake, man ! awake ; — Come, thy signature, 
and have done with it! What? Thou art the youngest 
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in the whole company, and wonldest be wiser than all 
of 08 together 7 Look there ! thy fkther has signed — 
we have all signed. 

Ter» (to Octavio). Use your influence. Instmet 
him. 

Oct. My son is at the age of discretion. 

lUo. (leaves the serviceHmp on the ade-board). 
Whaf 8 the dispute ? 

Ter. He declines subscribing the paper. 

Max, I say, it may as well stay till to-morrow. 

Ulo, It cannot stay. We have all subscribed to il— 
and so must you. — ^You must subscribe. 

Max. Illo^ good night. 

JMo. No !— You come not off so. The Duke shall 
learn who are his friends. (AU coUect round IBo and 
Max.) 

Max, What my sentiments are towards the Duke, 
the Duke knows, every one knows — what need of this 
wild stuff? 

IHo. This is the thanks the Duke gets for his parti- 
ality to Italians and foreigners. — Us Bohemians hie 
holds for Httie better than dullards — ^nothing pleases 
him but what's outlandish. 

Ter. (in extreme embarrassment, to the commanders, 
who at IUo*s words give a sudden start, as preparing 
to resent them). It is the wine that speaks, and not his 
reason. Attend not to him, I entreat you. 

Iso, (with a bitter laugh). Wine invents nothing : 
it only tattles. 

lUo, He who is not with me is against me. Your 
tender consciences I Unless they can slip out by a back- 
door, by a puny proviso ! 

Ter. (interrupting him). He is stark mad — don't 
listen to him. 

lUo, (raising his voice to the MgheM pitch). Unless 
Rd 
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tliey can ilip out by a proviso. — What of the proviso ? 
The devil take this proviso ! 

Max, (has his attention roused^ and looks agaxn into 
the paper). What is there here then of such perilous 
import? Tott make me curious— I must look close at it. 

Ter, (in a low voice to lUo,) What are yon doing, 
Illo? You are ruining us. 

Tie/: (toKolatto). Ay, ay! I observed, that before 
we sat down to supper, it was read differently. 

Ooetz. Why, I seemed to think so too. 

Iso. What do I care for that ? Where there stand 
other names, mine can stand too. 

Tief. Before supper there was a certain proviso 
therein, or short clause, concerning our duties to the 
Emperor. 

Bttt. (to one of the commanders,) For shame, for 
shame! Bethink yon. What is the main business 
here ? The question now is, whether we shall keep our 
General, or let him retire. One must not take these 
things too nicely and over-scrupulously. 

Iso. (to one of the generals). Did the Duke make 
any of these provisoes when be gave you your regiment? 

Ter. (to Ooetz). Or when he gave you the office of 
army-purveyancer, whkh brings you in nearly a thou- 
sand pistoles. 

Illo. He is a rascal who makes us out to be rogues. 
If there be any one that wants satisfaction^ let him say 
so. I am his man. 

Tief. Softly, softly ! 'Twas but a word or two. 

Max. (having read the paper gives it back). Till 
to-morrow therefore ! 

lUo. (stammering with ra^e and fury ^ loses aU com^ 
mand over himself and presents the paper to Max. 
with one hand and his sword in the other). Subscribe 
—Judas' 
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Iso. Out upon yon, Illo I 

Oct,, Ter.y But. {aU together), Down with theswonL 
Max, (rushes on him suddenfy and disarms hsm, 
then to Count Tertshy,) Tftke him off to bed. 

[Max, leaves the stage, lUo cursing and raving 
is held hack by some of the officers^ and amUdat 
a universal confusion the curtain drops. 



ACT III. 

Seeney a Chamber in Piccolomis^s Mansion.— It is 
Night. 

SOBNB I. 
OCTAYIO PiCCOLOMINI. A YALBT DB ChAMBKB, 

with Lights. 

Oct. ^And when my son comet in, eoadnct him 

hither. 
What is the hour? 

Vol, 'Tm on tiie point of m<Nming. 

Oct. Set down the light. We mean not to undiew. 
Yon may retire to sleep. 

[Exit Valet, Octasno paces^ musing, across the 
chamber. Max. Piccolomini enters unobserved, 
and looks at his father for some moments in 
silence. 
Max. Art thou offended with me ? Heav'n knows 
That odions business was no fault of mine. 
'Tis true indeed, I saw thy ngnature. 
What thou hast sanction'd, should not, it might seem 
Have come amiss to me. . But — 'tb my nature^ 
Thou know'st, that in such matters I must follow 
My own light, not another's. 

Oct, (goes up to him, and embraces him). Follow it^ 
O follow it still further, my best son 1 
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To nigfat, dear boy ! it hath more faithfbJQy 
Guided Ihee than th' example of thy father. 

Max. Declare thyielf leas darkly. 

Oct. I will do 80. 

For after what has taken place this night. 
There most remain no secrets 'twizt us two. 

[Both ieat themselves. 
Max. Piocolomini ! what think'st thou of 
The oath that was sent round for signatures? 

Max. I hold it for a thing of harmless import, 
Altho' I love not these set declarations. 

Oct. And on no other ground hadst thou refus'd 
The signature they fain had wrested from thee ? 

Max. It was a serious business 1 was absent — 

The afiair itself seem'd not so urgent to me. 

Oct. Be open, Max. Thou hadst then no suspicion t 

Mcuc. Suspicion 1 what suspicion ? Not the least 

Oct. Thank thy good angel, Piccolomini ; 
He drew thee back unconscious from the abyss. 

Max. I know not what thou meanest. 

Oct. I will tell thee. 

Fain would they have extorted from thee, son. 
The sanction of thy name to villany ; 
Yea, with a suigle flourish of thy pen. 
Made thee renounce thy duty and thy honour I 

Max. (rises). Octavio ! 

Oct. Patience 1 Seat yourself. Much yet 
Hast thou to hear from me, friend ! — hast for years 
Liv'd in incomprehensible illusion. 
Before thine eyes is treason drawing out 
As black a web as e'er was spun from venom : 
A power of hell o'erclouds thy understanding. 
I dare no longer stand in silence— dare 
No longer see thee wandering on in darkness 
Nor pluck the bandage from thine eyes. 
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Max. My father I 

Yet, ere thou speak'st, a moment's pause of thongkl. 
If ^ur disclosures should appear to be 
Conjectures only — and almost I fear 
They will be nothing furthar — spare them ! I 
Am not in that collected mood at present, 
That I could listen to them quietly. 

Oct, The deeper cause thou hast to hate this ligfaty 
The more impatient cause haye I, my son. 
To force it on thee. To the innocence 
And wisdom of thy heart I could have trusted thee 
With calm assurance — ^but I see the net 
Preparing — and it is thy heart itself 
Alarms me for thine innocence — that secret, 

[fixing hii eye* steadfastly on Us son'^face^ 
Which thou concealest, forces mine from me. 

Maa. attempts to afuwer, but hesitates, and casts 
his eyes to the ground embarrassed. ] 

Oct. {after a pause). Know, then, they are duping 
thee ! — a most foul game 
With thee and with us all — nay, hear me calmly — 
The Duke even now is playing. He assumes 
The mask, as if he T^ould forsake the army ; 
And in this moment makes he preparations 
That army from the Emperor — to steal, 
And carry it over to the enemy I 

Max. That low priesf s legend I know well,* but did 
not 
Expect to hear it from thy mouth. 

Oct. That mouthy 

From which thou hear'st it at this present moment 
Doth warrant thee that it is no priesf s legend. 

Max. How mere a maniac they suppose the Duke. 
What, he can meditate ?— the Duke ?-~ca« dieam 
That he can lure away full thirty thousand 
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Tried troops and tme, all honourable soldiers. 
More than a thousand noblemen among them. 
From oath% from dnty, from their honoor lore them. 
And make them all unanimous to do 
A deed that brands them scoundrels ? 

Oct. Such a deedy 

With such a front of infamy, the Duke 
Noways desires— what he requires of us 
Bears a far gentler appellation. Nothing 
He wishes, but to giye the Empire peace. 
And so, because the Emperor hates this peace, 
Therefore the Duke— the Duke will/orce him to it 
All parts of the Empire will he pacify. 
And for his trouble will retain in payment 
(What he has already in his gripe) — Bohemia ! 

Max. Has he, Octavio, merited of us. 
That we — that we should think so vilely of him ? 

Oct, What toe would think is not the question her6« 
The affiur speaks for itself-— and clearest proo& I 
Hear me, my son — ^tis not unknown to thee, 
In what ill credit with the Court we stand. 
But little dost thou know, or guess what tricks. 
What base intrigues, what lying artifices. 
Have been employ'd— for this sole end— to sow 
Mutiny in the camp ! All bands are loos'd— 
Loos'd all the bands that link the ofiicer 
To his liege Emperor, all that bind the soldier 
Affectionately to the citizen. 
Lawless he stands, and threateningly beleaguers 
The state he's bound to guard. To such a height 
'T is swob, that at this hour the Emperor 
Before his armies— his own armies — ^trembles; 
Yea, in his capital, his palace, fears 
The traitors' poniards, and is meditating 
To hurry off and hide his tender ofispnng- — - 
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Nut from the Swedes, not from the Lutherans — 
No ! from his own troops hide and hurry tiiem ! 

Max. Cease, cease ! thou tortur'st, shatter'st me. 
I know 
That oft we tremble at an empty terror ; 
But the false phantasm brings a real misery. 

Oct, It is no phantasm. An intestine war, 
Of all the most unnatural and cruel, 
Will burst out into flames, if instantly 
We do not fly and stifle it. The Generals 
Are many of them long ago won oyer ; 
The subalterns are vacillating— whole 
Regiments and garrisons are vacillating. 
To foreigners our strong holds are intrusted ; 
To that suspected Sbafgotch is the whole 
Force of Silesia given up ; to Tertsky 
Five Regiments, foot and horse — to Isolani, 
To lllo, Kinsky, Butler, the best troops. 

Max. Likewise to both of us. 

Od. Because tiie Duke 

Believes he has secured us — ^means to lure us 
Still further on by splendid promises. 
To me he portions forth the princedoms Glatz 
And Sagan ; and too plain I see the angel 
With which he doubts not to catch thee. 

Max. No! no! 

I tell thee— no ! 

Oct. O open yet thine eyes ! 

And to what purpose think'st thou he has call'd us 
Hither to Pilsen ? To avail himself 
Of our advice ? O when did Friedland ever 
Need our advice ? Be calm, and listen to me. 
To sell ourselves are we call'd hither, aii4 
Decline we that — to be his hostages. 
Therefore doth noble Galas stand aloof; 
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Thy fkther, too, thoa woold'st not have seen here. 
If higher daties had not held him fettered. 

Max. He nieces no secret of it— needs make i 
That we 're calFd hither for his sake — be owns it 
fie needs oar aidance to nraintain himself— 
He did so much for as ; and 'tis but fair 
That we, too, sbonld do somewhat now for him. 

Oct. And know'st thon what it is which we most 
do? 
That Illo's drunken mood betray'd it to thee. 
Bethink thyself—what hast thoa heard, what seen ? 
The counterfeited paper— the omission 
Of that particular clause, so full of meaning, 
Does it not jHPoye that they would bind us down 
To nothing good ? 

Max, That counterfeit^ paper 

Appears to me no other than a trick 
Of Illo's own device. These underhand 
Traders in great men's interests, ever use 
To urge and hurry all things to the extreme. 
They see the Duke at vwnance with the court, 
And fondly think to serve him, when they widen 
The breach irreparably. Trust nie, fJEtther, 
The Duke knows nothing of dl this. 

Oct. It grieves me 

That I must dash to earth^ that I must shatter 
A faith so specious ; but I may not spare thee ! 
For this is not a time for tenderness. 
Thou must take measures, speedy one»^must act. 
I therefore will confess to thee^ ^at all 
Which I've intrusted to thee now— that all 
Which seems to thee so unbelievable, 
That— yes, I wiU tell thee— (a jwiti^c)— Max. I had it all 
From hb own mouth— from the Duke's mouth I had it. 

Max. (jn excemve agitation). No !— no !— never 1 
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Oct, Himself eonflded to me 

What I, 't is true, bad long before discoyer'd 
By other means — himself confided to me, 
That 't was his settled plan to join the Swedes ^ 
Andy at the head of the united armies. 
Compel the Emperor 

Max. He is passionate. 

The court has stnng him— he is sore all oyer 
With injuries and affironts ; and in a moment 
Of irritation, what if he, for once, 
Forgot himself? He's an impetuous man. 

Oct. Nay, in cold blood he did confess this to me ; 
And having construed my astonishment 
Into a scruple of his power, he show'd me 
His written evidences — show'd me letters, 
Both from the Saxon and the Swede, that gave 
Promise of aidaoce, and defin'd th' amount 

Max. It cannot be !— can not be— «an not be ! 
Dost thou not see, it cannot ! 
Thou wouldest of necessity have shown him 
Sach horror, such deep loathing— that or he 
Had tak'n thee for his better genius, or 
Thou stood'st not now a living man before me— 

Oct. I have lud open my objections to him. 
Dissuaded him with pressing earnestness ; 
But my abhorrence, the full sentiment 
Of my whole heart— that I have still kept sacred 
To my own consciousness. 

Max. And thou hast been 

So treacherous ? That looks not like my Either ! 
I trusted not thy words, when thou didst tell me 
Evil of him ; much less can I now do it. 
That thou calumniatest thy own self. 

Oct. 1 did not thrast myself into his seeresy. 

Max. Uprightness merited his confidence, 
s 
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Oct. He was no longer worthy of sincerity. 

Max. Dissimulation^ sarey was still less worthy 
Of thee, Octavio ! 

Oct, Gave I him a cause 

To entertain a scruple of my honour ? 

Mcuc. That he did not, evinc'd his confidence. 

Oct. Dear son, it is not always possible 
Still to preserve that infknt purity 
Which the yoice teaches in our inmost heart. 
Still in alarm, for ever on the watch 
Against the wiles of wicked men, e'en Virtue 
Will sometimes bear away her outward robes 
Soil'd in the wrestle with Iniquity. 
This is the curse of every evil deed, 
That, propagating still, it brings forth evil. 
I do not cheat my better soul with sophisms ; 
I but perform my orders ; the Emperor 
Prescribes my conduct to me. Dearest boy, 
Far better were it, doubtless, if we all 
Obey'd the heart at all times ; but so doing. 
In this our present sojourn ^ith bad men. 
We must abandon many an honest object. 
^Tis now our call to serve the Emperor, 
By what means he can best be serv'd — the heart 
May whisper what it will — this is our call ! 

Max. It seems a thing appointed, that to-day 
I should not comprehend, not understand thee* 
The Duke, thou say'st, did honestly pour out 
His heart to thee, but for an evil purpose ; 
And thou dishonestly hast cheated him 
For a good purpose ! Silence, I intreat thee — 
My friend thou stealest not firom me— 
IiCt me not lose my fttther ! 

Oct. (suppressing resentment). As yet thou know'st 
not all, my son. I hav« 



FIBST PART OF WALLBlTSTBIir. 105 

Yet somewhat to disclose to thee. ^ 

[Afier a pause. 
Dake Friedland 
Hath made his preparations. He relies 
Upon his stars. He deems us unprovided^ 
A.nd thinks to fall npon us by surprise. 
Tea, in his dream of hope^ he grasps already 
The golden circle in his hand. He errs. 
We too have been in action — he but grasps 
His evil iate; most evil, most mysterious 1 

Max, O nothing rash^ my sire. By all that's good 
Let me invoke thee — no precipitation . 

Oct. With light tread stole he on his evil way, 
And light tread hath Vengeance stole on after him. 
Unseen she stands already, dark behind him — 
But one step more— he shudders in her grasp ! 
Thou hast seen Questenberg with me. As yet 
Thou know'st but his ostensible commission — 
He brought with him a private one, my son, 
And that was for me only. 

Max. May I know it? 

Oct. (seizes the patent). Max! 

[Apatise, 
■ In this disclosure place I in thy hands 
The Empire's welfare and thy father's life. 
Dear to thy inmost heart is Wallenstein : 
A powerful tie of love, of veneration. 
Hath knit thee to him from thy earliest jonth. 
Thou nourishest the toish — O let me still 
Anticipate thy loitering confidence ! 
The hope thou nourishest to knit thyself. 
Yet closer to him 

Max. Father 

Oct. O my son ! 

I trust thy heart undoubtingly. But am I 
8 2 
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Equally sure of\hy collectednen T 
Wilt thou be able, with calm couutenance, 
fo euter this man's presence, when that I 
Have trusted to thee hii whole fate 7 

Max. According 

As thou dost trust me, father, with his crime. 

lOctamo takes a paper out of his escrutoire, and 
gives U to Mm. 

Max. What ? how ?— a fall imperial patent ! 

Oct. Read rt. 

Max. {just glances on it), Duke Friedland sen- 
tenced and condemn'd ! 

Oct. Even so. 

Max, (throws daum the paper). O this is too much! 
— O unhappy error ! 

Oct, Read on. Collect thyself. 

Max, (after he has read further , with a look of 
affright and astonishment on Jus father,) 
How !— what !— Thou !— thou I 

Oct. But for the present moment, till the King 
Of Hungary may safely join the army, 
Is the command assigned to me. 

Max, And think'st thou, 

Dost thou believe, that thou wilt tear it from him ? 
O neyer hope it !— Father ! fother ! lather ! 
An inauspicious office is enjoin'd thee. 
This paper here— this 1 and wilt thou enforce it? 
The mighty, in the middle of his host, 
Surrounded by his thousands, him would'st thou 
Disarm— degrade I Thou art lost, both thou and cdl 
of us. 

Oct, What hazard I incur thereby, I know. 
In the great hand of God I stand. The Almighty 
Will cover with his shield the imperial house. 
And shatter, in his wrath« the work of darkness. 
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The Emperor hatfap true servants still ; and, even 
Here in the camp, there are enough braye men. 
Who- for the good cause will fight gallantly. 
The faithful haye been wamMr-the dangerous 
Are closely watch'd. I wait but the first step. 
And then immediately— 

Max. What! on suspicion t 

Immediately ? 

Oct. The Emperor is no t3rrant. 
The deed alone he '11 punish, not the wish. 
The Duke hath yet his destiny in his power. 
Let him but leaye the treason uncompleted. 
He will be silently displaced firom office, 
And make way to his Emperor's royal son. 
An honourable exile to his castles 
Will be a bene&ction to him rather 
Than punishment. But the first open step 

Max, What call'st thou such a step? A wicked 
step 
Ne'er will he take ; but thou might'st easily. 
Yea, thou hast done it, misinterpret him. 

Oct. Nay, howsoever punishable were 
Duke Friedland's purposes, yet still the steps 
Which he hath taken openly, permit 
A mild construction. It is my intention 
To leave this paper wholly unenforc'd 
Till some act is committed which convicts him 
Of a high-treason, without doubt or plea, 
And that shall sentence him. 

Max. But who the judge ? 

Oct. Thyself. 

Max, For ever, then, this paper will he Aa. 

Oct, Too soon, 1 fear, its powers must all be 
proved. 
AiUr tlie counter-promise of this evening. 
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It cannot be bat be most deem hiiAtelf 
Secure of Uie majority with ui ; 
And of the army's general sentiment 
He bath a pleasing proof in that petitioa 
Which thou deliver'st to him from the regimetttt. 
Add this too— I have letters that die Rhinegraye 
Hath diangr'd his route, and travels by forc'd raarehes 
To the Bohemian Forest What this purporti, 
Remains unknown ; and, to confirm suspicion. 
This night a Swedirii nobleman arrir'd here. 

Max. I have thy word* Thon'lt not proceed to 
action 
Before thou hast conyiuc'd me — me myself. 

Oct. Is it possible ? Still, after all thou know'st. 
Canst thou believe still in his innocence ? 

Max, (toith enthunatm). Thy judgment may mis- 
take ; my heart cannot 

[^Moderates Ms tmee and manner. 
These reasons might ezponnd thy spirit or mine. 
But they expound not Friedland — I have faith : 
For as he knits his fortunes to the stars, 
Even so doth he resemble them in seci«t, 
Wonderful, still inexplicable courses ! 
Trust me, they do him wrong. All will be solv'd. 
These smokes, at once, will kindle into flame — 
The edges of this black and stormy cloud 
Will brighten suddenly, and we shall view 
The Unapproachable glide out in splendour. 

Oct. I will await it 

SCBNB II. 
OoTATio and Max. as before. To them the Valbt 

OF THB ChAMBBB. 

Oct. How now, then 7 

Vol, A despatch is at the door. 
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Oct,' So early ? From whom oomet he then T Who 
18 it? 

Vai. That he refus'd to tell me. 
. Oct, Lead him in: 

And, hark yon — let it not transpire. 

[Exit VdUt^the Comet steps in. 
Ha ! Comet — is it yon ? and from Count Ghilas ? 
Give me your letters. 

Car, The Lieatenant-generai 

Trusted it not to letters. 

Oct. And what is it? 

Cor, He bade me tell you — Dare I speak openly 
here? 

Oct. My son knows all. 

Cor. We haye him. 

Oct, Whom ? 

Cor, Sisina, 

The old aegociator. 

Oct. {eagerly). And you have him ? 

Cor, In the Bohemian forest, Captain Mohrbrand 
Found and secur'd him yester morning early : 
He was proceeding then to Regensburg, 
And on him were despatches for the Swede. 

Oct, And the despatches 

Cor, The Lieutenant -geneml 

Sent them that instant to Vienna, and 
The prisoner with them. 

Oct, This is, indeed, a tiding ! 

That fellow is a precious casket to ns, 
Enclosing weighty things. — Was much found on 
him? 

Cor, I think, six packets, with Count Tertsky's 
arms. 

Oct. None in the Duke's o\vn hand ? 

Cor. Not that I know 
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Oct, And old Sesina T 

Car. He was sorely frigbten'd^ 

When it was told him he must to Vienna. 
But the Count Altringer bade him take heart. 
Would he but make a full and free confession. 

Oct. Is Altringer then with your Lord 7 I heard 
That he lay sick at Linz. 

Cor. These three days past 

He's with my master, the Lieutenant-general, 
At Frauemburg. Already haye they sixty 
Small companies together, chosen men : 
Respectfully they greet you with assurances, 
That they are only waiting your commands. 

Oct, In a few days may great events take place. 
And when must you return ? 

Cor, I wait your orders. 

Oct, Remain till evening. 
[Comet signifies his assent and obeisance, and is 
going. 

No one saw you— ha ? 

Cor. No living creatur^. Thro' the cloister wicket 
The Capucbins, as usual, let me in. 

Oct, Go, rest your limbs, and keep yourself con- 
ceal'd. 
I hold it probable, that yet ere evening 
I shall despatch you. The development 
Of this affair approaches : ere the day. 
That even now is dawning in the heaven. 
Ere this eventful day hath set, the lot 
That zseiat deci<'» ^^ ^ fortunes will be drawn. 

[Exit Comet. 
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SCBNB III. 

OoTATio and Max. Piooolom ini. 
Oct. Wen — and what now^ 8on ? All will toon be 
clear; 
For all^ I'm certain, went through that Sesina. 
Max. (who through the whole of Iheforegohtg scene 
has been in a violent and visile struggle of 
feeUngs, at length starts as one resolved). 
I will procure me light a shorter way. 
FarewelL 
Oct, Where now ? — Remain here. 
Max. To the Duke. 

Oct. (alarmed). What 

Max. (returning). If thoa hast bdiev'd that I shall 
act 

A. part in this thy play 

Thou hast miscalculated on me grievously, 

My way must be straight on. True with the tongue. 

False with the heart — I may not, cannot be : 

Nor can I suffer that a man should trust me — 

As his friend trust me — and then lull my conscience 

With such low pleas as these : — <' I ask'd him not— 

He did it all at his own hazard— and 

My mouth has never lied to him." — No, no ! 

What a inend takes me for, that I must be. 

I'll to the Duke ; ere yet this day is ended 
Will I demand of him that he do save 
His good name from the world, and with one stride 
Break through and rend this fine-spun web o^ yours. 
He can, he will !— I still am his believer. 
Yet I'll not pledge myself, but that those letters 
Mtiy furnish you, perchance, with proofs against hinu 
How far may not this Tertsky have proceeded— 
What may not he himself, too, have permitted 
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Himself to do, to snare tbe enemy. 
The laws of war excusing? Nothing, saye 
His own mouth shall convict him—nothing leHl 
And face to face will I go question him. 

Oct. Thou wilt? 

Max. I will, as sore as this heart beftti. 

Oct. I have, indeed, miscalculated on thee. 
I calculated on a prudent son. 
Who would have blest tbe hand beneficent 
That pluck'd him back from the abyss — and lo ! 
A. fascinated being I discover, 
Whom his two eyes befool, whom passion wilders. 
Whom not the broadest light of noon can heal. 
Go, question him !- Be mad enough, I pray thee. 
The purpose of thy father, of thy Emperor, 
Go, give it up free booty ! — Force me, drive me 
To an open breach before the time. And now, 
Now that a miracle of heaven had guarded 
My secret purpose even to this hour, 
And laid to sleep Suspicion's piercing eyes. 
Let me have liv'd to see that mine own son, 
With frantic enterprise, annihilates 
My toilsome labours and state-policy. 

Max. Aye— this state-policy ! O how I curse it I 
You will some time, with your state-policy, 
Compel him to the measure : it may happen. 
Because ye are detemdrCd that he is guilty, 
Guilty ye'll make him. All retreat cut off, 
You close up every outlet, hem him in 
Narrower and narrower, till at length ye force him— 
Yes, ycy — ye force him, in his desperation, 
To set fire to his prison. — Father ! &ther f 
That never can end well — it cannot — will noti • 
And let it be decided as it may, 
I see with boding heart tbe near approach 
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Of an ill-starr'd, unblest catastropbe. 
For this great Monarch-spirit, if he fall, 
Will drag a world into the rain with him. 
And as a ship, that midway on the ocean 
Takes fire, at once, and with a thnnder-biinft 
Explodes, and with itself shoots out its crew 
In smoke and rain betwixt sea and heaven ; 
So will he, falling, draw down in his fall 
All us, who are fix'd and mortised to his fortune. 
Deem of it what thou wilt ; but pardon me. 
That I must bear me on in my own way. 
All must remain pure betwixt him and me ; 
And, ere the day-light dawns, it must be known 
Which I must lose— my father, or my friend. 

{During his exit the curtain drops 



ACT IV. 

Scene — A room fitted up for astrological labours, 
and provided with celestial charts, vnth globes, tele- 
scopes, quadrants, and other mathematical instru- 
ments.^Seven colossal figures, representing the 
planets, each with a transparent star of a different 
colour on its head, stand in a semi-circle in the back" 
ground, so that Mars and Saturn are nearest the 
eye, — The remainder of the scene, and its disposi* 
turn, is given in the fourth scene of the second act. 
— TTiere must be a curtain over the figures, which 
may be dropped, and conceal them on occasions, 

[In the fifth scene of this act it must be dropped; but 
in the seventh scene, it must be again drawn up 
whoUy or in part, 

6cBNB I. — WaUenstein at a black table, on which a 
speculum astrologicum is described with chalk, Seni 
ii taking observations through a window. 
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fToL All well— and now let it be endod, SeM.— 
ComBi 
The dawn oommenoesi and Man nilet the boor. 
We matt give o'er the opera ion. Come^ 
We know enoogh. 

Sent. Your Highness most permit me 

Jnst to contemplate Yenos. She's now rising : 
Jiike as a sun, so shines she in the east. 

Wai. She is at present in her perigee. 
And shoots down now her strongest inflnenoes^ 

[Contemplating the figure on the taUe. 
Aiispicioos aspect — &tefiil in conjonctiony 
At length the mighty three oorradiate ; 
And the two stars of blessing, Jnpiter 
And YenuSy take between them die malignant 
Siily-malicioos Mars, and thus compel 
Into my service the old mischief-foander : 
For long he view'd me hostilely, and ever 
With beam oblique, or perpendicular, 
Now in the quardle, now in the secundan. 
Shot his red lightnings at my stars, disturlung 
Their blessed influences and sweet aspects. 
Now they have conqner'd the old enemy, 
And bring him in the heavens a prisoner to me. 

Seni, (who has come down from the window). 
And in a comer house, your Highness — think of that I 
That makes each influence of double strength. 

Wol, And sun and moon, too, in the sextile mpect^ 
The soft light with the vehement — so I love it. 
Sol is the heart, Luna the head of heaven. 
Bold be the plan, fiery the execution. 

Seni. And both the mighty lumina by no 
Maleficus affronted. Lo ! Satumus, 
Innocuous, powerless, in cadente domo. 

Wal. The empire of Satumus is gone by : 
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Lord of the secret birth of things is he ; 

Within the lap of earth, and in the depths 

Of the imagination dominates ; 

And his are all things that eschew the light 

The time is o'er of brooding and contrivanoe ! 

For Jupiter^ the lustrous, lordeth now^ 

And the dark work, complete of preparation, 

He draws by force into the realm of light 

Now must we hasten on to action, ere 

The scheme, and most anspicious postnre 

Parts o'er my head, and takes once more its flight ; 

For the heavens jonm^ still, and sojourn not. 

[There are knocks at the door. 
There's some one knocking there. See who it is. 
Ter. (from wUhotU), Open, and let me in. 
Wal. Aye— 'tis Tertsky. 

What is there of such urgence ? We are busy. 
'^^* (from without). Lay all aside at present, I 
intreat you. 
It suffers no delaying. 

Wai. Open, Seni ! 

[While Sefu opens the door for Tertsky, Wallen- 
stein draws the curtain over the figures. 
Ter. {enters). Hast thou already heard it ? He is 
taken. 
Galas has giy'n him up to the Emperor. 

[Seni draws off the Idack table, and exit. 

SOENB II. 

Walmjnsteih, Count Tektsky. 

Wial. (to TeHsky). Who has been takai ?— Who is 

given up ? 
Ter. The man who knows our secrets, who knows 

every 
Negociation with the Swede and Saxon, 
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Tbro' whose hands all and every thing has pas8*d — 
Wal, (drawing back). Nay, not Sesina ?— Say, No I 

I intreat thee. 
Ter. All on his road for Regensbarg to the Swede 
He was plung'd down apon by Ghdas' agent, 
Who had been long in ambush, larking for him. 
There must have been found on him my whole packet 
To Thar, to Kinsky, to Oxenstiem, to Amheim : 
All this is in their hands; they have now an insight 
Into the whole—our measures, and our motives. 

SOBNB III. 

To them enters Iixo. 

lOo. (to TerUky). Has he heard it? 

Ter. He has heard it 

lUo. {to WaUenstein). Think'st thou still 

To make thy peace with the Emp'ror, to regain 
His confidence ? — E'en were it now thy wish 
To abandon all thy plans, yet still they know 
What thou hast wish'd ; then forwards thou must press; 
Retreat is now no longer in thy power. 

Ter, They have documents against us, and in hand, 
Which show beyond all power of contradiction — 

Wal. Of my hand-writing — no iota. Thee 
I punish for thy lies. 

lUo. And thou believ'st 

That what this man, that what thy sister's husband. 
Did in thy name, will not stand on thy reck'ning 7 
£Rt word must pass for thy word with the Swede, 
And not with those that hate thee at Vienna. 

Ter. In writing thou gav'st nc thing — But bethink 
thee. 
How fkr thou venturedst by word of mouth 
With this Sesina ? And will he be silent 7 
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If he can save himself by yielding up 
Thy secret purposes, will be retain them ? 

lUo, Thyself does not conceive it possible ; 
And since they now have evidence authentic 
How far thou hast already gone, speak ! — tell xu, 
What art thou waiting for? Thou canst no longer 
Keep thy command ; and beyond hope of rescue 
Thou'rt lost, if thou resign'st it. 

WaL In the army 

Lies my security. The army will not 
Abandon me. Whatever they may know, 
The power is mine, and they must gulp it down— 
And substitute I caution for my fealty ; 
They must be satisfied, at least appear so. 

lUo, The army, Duke, is thine now — for this mo* 
ment — 
'Tis thine : but think with terror on the slow. 
The quiet power of time. From open vi'lence 
The attachment of thy soldiery secures thee 
To-day — to-morrow : but grant'st thou them a respite, 
Unheard, unseen, they'll undermine that love 
On which thou now dost feel so firm a footing. 
With wily theft will draw away from thee 
One after th' other 

WcU. 'Tis a cursed accident ! 

lUo. O I will call it a most blessed one. 
If it work on thee as it ought to do. 
Hurry thee on to action — to decision — 
The Swedish General 

WaL He's arriv'd !— Know'st thou 
What his commission is 

I2Zo. To thee alone 

Will he intrust the purpose of his coming. 

Wal. A cursed, cursed accident !— Yes, yes, 
Sesina knows too much, and won't be silent. 
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Ter. He't-A Bohemian fugiti? e and rebel, 
His neck is forfeit Can he save himself 
At thy cost, think yon he will temple it 7 
And if they pat him to the tortore, will he^ 
Will he, that dastardling, have strength enough — 

Wal. {htt in thought). Their confidence is lost— 
irreparably ! 
And I may act what way I will, I shall 
Be and remain for ever in their thoaght 
A traitor to my country. How sincerely 
Soever I return back to my duty, 
It will no longer help me 

lUo. Ruin thee. 

That it will do ! Not thy fidelity. 
Thy weakness will be deem'd the sole oeeanon — 

Wal, (pacing up and down with extreme agitation,) 
What ! I must realize it now in earnest, 
Because I toy'd too freely with the thought ? 
Accursed he who dallies with a devil ! 
And must I — I must realize it now — 
Now, while I have the power, it muet take place T 

lUo, Now — now— ere they can ward and parry itl 

fVoL (loohing at the paper of signatures). I have 
the General's words — a vnritten promise ! 
Max. Piccolomini stands not here — Show's that ? 

Ter. It was he fancied 

lUo. Mere self-willedness. 

There needed no such thing 'twizt him and you. 

WaL He is quite right — there needeth no such thing. 
The regiments, too, deny to march to Flanders- 
Have sent me in a paper of remonstrance, 
And openly resbted the imperial orders. 
The first step to revolt's already taken. 

lUo. Believe me, thou wilt find it for mora i 
To lead them over to the enemy 
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Than to the Spaniard. 

Wal, I will hear, however. 

What the Swede has to say to me. 

lUo, {eagerUf to TerUky), Go, caii aim 1 

He stands without the door in waiting. 

Wal. Stay ! 

Stay yet a little. It hath taken me 
All by surprise, — ^it came too quick upon me : 
Tis wholly novel, that an accident, 
With its dark lordship, and blind agency, 
Should force me on with it 

lUo. First hear him only. 

And after weigh it [Exeunt Tertsfy and Bio. 

SCBKB IV. 

Wed, (insoUloqt^), Is it possible? 

Is't so ? I can no longer what I tootdd? 
No longer draw back at my liking ? I 
Must do the deed, because I thought of it. 
And fed this heart here with a dream ? Because 
I did not scowl temptation from my presence. 
Dallied with thoughts of possible fulfilment. 
Commenced no movement, left all time uncertun. 
And only kept the road, the access open ? 
By the great God of Heaven ! It was not 
My serious meaning, it was ne'er resolve. 
I but amus'd myself with thinking of it 
The free-will tempted me, the power to do 
Or not to dm it — ^Was it criminal 
To make the fancy minister to hope, 
To fill the air with pretty toys of air. 
And clutch fantastic sceptres moving f waid att 
Was not the will kept free ? Beheld I not 
The road of duty dose beside nte—bikt 
t8 



r 



210 



TRB PIOOOLOM INI ; OR, THK 



One little step, and once more I was in it ! 

Where am 1 7 Whither have I been transported f 

No road, no track behind me, but a wall; 

Impenetrable, insnrmonntable, 

Rises obedient to the spells I matter'd 

And meant not— my own doings tower behind me. 

[Pouief and remmns in deep thougkU 
A punishable man I seem, the guilt, 
Try what I will, I cannot roll off from me ; 
The equivocal demeanour of my life 
Bears witness on my prosecutor's party ; 
And even my purest acts from purest motives 
Suspicion poisons with malicious gloss. 
Were I that thing, for which I pass, that traitor, 
A goodly outside I had sure reserved. 
Had drawn the cov'rings thick and double round me, 
Been calm and chary of my utterance. 
But being conscious of the innocence 
Of my intent, my unoorrupted will, 
I gave way to my humours, to my passion : 
Bold were my words, because my deeds were not. 
Now every planless measure, chance event. 
The threat of rage, the vaunt of joy and triumph. 
And all the May-games of a heart overflowing. 
Will they connect, and weave them all together 
Into one web of treason ; all will be plan, 
My eye ne'er absent from the far-off mark, 
Step tracing step, each step a politic progress ; 
And out of all Uiey'll fabricate a charge 
So specious, that I must myself stand dumlf, 
I am caught in my own net, and only force. 
Naught but a sudden rent can liberate roe* 

[Pau8e$ again. 
How else ! since that the heart's nnbias'd instinct 
Impeil'd me to the daring deed which now 
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Necessity, self-praBervatioDy ordmnm 

Stern is the on-Iook of necestity. 

Not without shudder may a human hand 

Grasp the mysterious urn of destiny. 

My deed was mine, remaining in my bosom. 

Once suffered to escape from its safe comer 

Within the heart, its nursery and burth-plaoey 

Sent forth into the foreign, it belongs 

For ever to those sly malicious powers 

Whom never art of man conciliated. 

IPaces in agiUUum through the ehamber^ then 
pauses, andy after the pause, breaks out again 
into audible soUhquy. 
What is thy enterprise ? thy aim ? thy object ? 
Hast honestly confessed it to thyself? 
Power seated on a quiet throne thou'dst shake^ 
Power on an ancient consecrated throne, 
Strong in possession, founded in old custom ; 
Power by a thousand tough and stringy ro<rt» 
Fix'd to the people's pious nurscry-fiuth. 
This, this will be no strife of strength with streogib* 
That fear'd I not. I brave each combatant^ 
Whom I can look on, fixing eye to eye, 
Who full himself of courage kindles courage 
In me too. 'Tis a foe invisible 
The which I fear— a fearful enemy, 
Which in the human heart opposes mo. 
By its coward fear alone made fiearlnl to me, 
Not that, which full of life, instinct with po^% 
Makes known its present being, that is not 
The true, the perilously formidable. 
O no ! it is the common, the quite comnua. 
The thing of an eternal yesterday, 
What ever was, and ever more returns, 
Sterling to-morrow, for to-day 'twas sterllair! 
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For of the wholly common is man natde, 
And coitom it his nurse ! Woe then to thea. 
Who lay irreverent hands apon his old 
House fumitore, the dear inheritance 
From kis forefathers. For time consecrates ; 
And what is grey with age becomes religion. 
Be in possession, and thoa hast the right. 
And sacred will the many guard it for thee I 

[7b the Pag By who here enters. 
The Swedish officer t—Well, let him enter. 

\The "Page exit ; Wallensteinjixes his eye m deep 
thought on the door. 
Yet is it pure — as yet ! — the crime has come 
Not o'er this threshold yet — so slender is 
The boundary that diyideth life's two paths. 

SOBKB V. 

Wallbnstbin and Wbangbl. 

Wal, (after having fixed a searching look on him). 
Your name is Wrangel 7 

Wrain, • Gustave Wrangel, General 

Of the Sudermanian blues. 

Wal. It was a Wrangel 

Who injor'd me materially at Stralsund, 
And by his braye resistance was the cause 
Of th' opposition which that sea-port made. 

Wran, It was the doing of the element 
With which you fought, my Lord ! and not my merit. 
The Baltic Neptune did assert his freedom ; 
The sea and limd, it seem'd, were not to serve 
One and the same. 

Wai, {makes the motion for him to take a seaty and 
seats himself). 

And where are your credentials 7 
Come you provided with full powers, 6ir General? 
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Wran. There are so many scruples yet lo tol vo ■ 

WaL {having read the credentwh). An able letter 1 
— Ay — he is a prndeot. 
Intelligent master, whom you serve. Sir General ! 
The Chancellor writes me, that he but fulfils 
His late departed Sovereign's own idea 
In helping me to the Bohemian crown. 

Wran, He says the truth. Our greal King, now 
in heaven, 
Did ever deem most highly of your Grace's 
Preeminent sense and military genius ; 
And always the commanding; intellect 
He said, should have command, and be the l^ing. 

Wed. Yes, he ndght say it safely. -*- General 
Wrangel, 

[Takinff his hand affbcHancUefy 
Come, fair and open. — ^Trust me, I was always 
A Swede at heart. By I that did you experience 
Both in Silesia and at Nuremburg ; 
I had you often in my power, and let you 
Always slip out by some back door or other. 
'Tis this for which the court can ne'er forgive me, 
Which drives me to this present step : and since 
Our interests so run in one direction, 
E'en let us have a thorough confidence 
Each in the other. 

Wran. Confidence will come 

Has each but only first security. 

Wai. The Chancellor stilly I see, does not <)uite trust 
me. 
And, I confess — the game does not lie wholly 
To my advantage — Without doubt he .thinks 
Tf I can play false with the Emperor, 
Who is my Sovereign, I can do the like 
With th' enemy, and that t?ie one^ too« were 
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Sooner to be forgiven me than the other. 
Is not this your opinion too, Sir General ? 

Wran, I have here an office merely, no opinion. 

WaL The Emperor hath urged me to the uttermosU 
I can no longer honourably serve him. 
For my security, in self-defence, 
I take this hard step, which my conscience blames. 

Wran. That I believe. So far would no one go 
Who was not forc'd to it 

{After a patue. 
What may have impelled 
Toor princely Highness ih this wise to act 
Toward your Sovereign Lord the Emperor, 
Beseems not us to expound or cfiticise. 
The Swede is fighting for his good old cause, 
With his good sword and conscience. This eonemr- 

rence, 
Tliis opportunity, is in our favour, 
And all advantages in war are lawful. 
We take what offers without questioning I 
And if all have its due and just proporticNos 

Wal, Of what then are ye doubting ? Of my will ? 
Or of my power ? I pledged me to the Chancellor, 
Would he trust me with sixteen thousand men, 
That I would instantly go over to them 
With eighteen thousand of the Emperor's troops. 

Wran, Your Grace is known to be a mighty war- 
chief, 
To be a second Attila and Pyrrhus. 
'Tis talk'd of still with fresh astonishment 
How some years past, beyond all human faith, 
You called an army forth, like a creation : 
But yet 

Wal. But yet? 

Wran. But still the Chancellor thinks, 
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It might yet be an easier thing from nothing 
To call forth sixty thousand men of battle^ 
Than to persuade one-sixtieth part of them — 

Wal. What now 7 Out with it, friend ! 

Wran. To break their oaths. 

WaL And he thinks so ? — He judges like a Swede^ 
And like a Protestant. You LuUierans 
Fight for your bible. You are inf rested 
About the cause ; and with your hearts you follow 
Your banners. — Among you, whoe'er deserts 
To the enemy, hath broken covenant 
With two Lords at one time. — We've no such fiuicies. 

Wran. Great God in Heaven! Have then the 
people here 
No house and home, no fire-side, no altar? 

Wal. I will explain that to you, how it stands— 
The Austrian has a country, ay, and loves it, 
And has good cause to love it— but this army, 
That calls itself th' Imperial, this that houses 
Here in Bohemia, this has none — no country ; 
Thb is an outcast of all foreign lands, 
Unclaim'd by town or tribe, to whom belongs 
Nothing, except the universal sun. 

Wran. But then the nobles and the officers ? 
Such a desertion, such a felony, 
It is without example, my Lord Duke, 
In the world's history. 

WaL They are all mine — 

Mine unconditionally-— mine on all terms. 
Not me, your own eyes you must trust. 

[He gives him the paper containing the toritten 
oath. Wrangel reads it through, and having 
read it, lags it on the table, remaining silent. 
So then? 
Now comprehend you T 
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TTfon. ComfM^hend^ who can ! 

My Lord Dokel I will let the siask drop— yet! 
Vre foil powen Ibr a Antl setdemeiit 
The Rhinegrave stands bat four days' march fron 

here 
With fifteen thonsand men, and only waits 
For orders to proceed and join your army. 
Those orders I give out| immediately 
We^ compromised. 

WaL What asks the QiancellOT ? 

Wran. {cannderatehf)j Twelve regiments, every 
man a Swede— my head 
The warranty-Hud all might prove at last 
Only felse play 

Wal, (starting). Sir Swede! 

Wran. {calmhf proceeding). Am therefore forc'd 
T* insist Aereon, that he do formally. 
Irrevocably break with th' Emperor, 
Else no^t a Swede is trusted to Duke Friedland. 

Wal. Come, brief, and open! What is the demand? 

Wran. That he ftnrthwith disarm the Spanish r^ 
ments 
Attach'd to th' Emperor, that he ^eize Pragne, 
And to the Swedes give up that city, with 
The strong pass Egra. 

Wal. That is much indeed 1 
Prague'? — Egra's granted— But— but Prague!— 

Twon't do. 
I give you every security 
Which you may ask of me in common reasoiir-^ 
But Prague — Bohemia — these, Sir Genera^ 
I can myself protect. 

Wran. We doubt it not 

But 'tis not the protection that is now 
Our sole concern. We wAut security, 
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That we shall not expend our mat and money 
All to no purpose. 

WaL "TiB but reaaoMUe. 

Wran, And till we are indeMnifiedy so long 
Stays Prague in pledge. 

WaL Then trust you us 80 little I 

Wran. (rising^ The Swede^ if he wouM treat well 
with the German, 
Most keep a ^uurp look-out We have been call'd 
Over the Baltte, we haye say'd the empire 
From ruin— with our best Mood hare we seal'd 
The li]berty of faith, and gospel truth. 
But now afaready is the bene&ction 
No l<mger felt, the load alone is felt,— 
Ye look askanee with evil eye upon u% 
As foreigners, intruders in the empire. 
And would fain send us, with some paltry sum 
Of money, home agam to our old fiMrestk 
No, no ! my Loid Duke ! no I — it neyer was 
For Judas' pay, for ehiaknig gold and nlyer. 
That we did leave our King by the * Great Stone. 
No, not for gold and nlver have there bled 
So many of our Swedii^ nobles — neither 
Will we, wifh empty laurels hr our payment. 
Hoist sail for oor own country. Cttize$u 
Will we remain,upon the soil, tiie whieh 
Our monareh conquered for himself, and died. 

Wial, Help to keep down the common enemy, 
And the fair border land must needs be your's. 

Wran. But when the eommon enemy lies vanqulsh'd, 
Who knits togetiier our new friendship then ? 
We know, Duke Friedland I though perhaps the Swede 

* A great stoae near Lotsen, since oOled the Swede'i Stone, the body 
of their gieat king having been found at the foot of it, afi« Om iMttto 
iBwhkiibelocthlslift. 
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Ought not f hare known it, that yon carry oa 

Secret negoeiationt with the Saxons. 

Who is oor warranty, that we are not 

The sacrifices in those articles 

Which 'tis thought needful to conceal from ns^ 

WaL (ri$es). TloBk you of something better, Gustave 
Wrangel! 
Of Prague no more. 

Wrtm. Here my commiflsion ends. 

WaL Surrender np to you my capital ! 
Far liey^ would I fiiee about, and step 
Back to my Emperor. 

Wran. If time yet permits 

Wal. That lies with me, eren now, at any hour. 

Wran. Some days ago, perhaps. To-day, no longer; 
No longer since S<»ina's been a prisoner. 

\WaUautan is struck^ and silenced. 
My Lord Duke, hear me— We believe Uiat you 
At present do mean honourably by us. 
Since ffesterday we're sure of that— and now 
This paper warrants for the troops, there's nothing 
Stands in the way of our full confidence. 
Prague shall not part us. Hear 1 The Chancellor 
Contents himself with Albetadt ; to your .Grace 
He gives up Ratschin and the narrow side. 
But Egra, above all, must open to us. 
Ere we can think of any junction. 

Wal. You, 

You therefore must I trust, and you not me ? 
I will consider of your proposition. 

Wran. I must intreat, that your consideratioa 
Occupy not too long a time. Already 
Has this negocifttion, my Lord Duke ; 
Crept on into the second year. If nothing 
Is settled this time, will Uie Chancelior 
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Consider it as broken off for ever. 

Wtd. f e press me hard. A measure^ such as this^ 
Ought to be thought of. . 

Wran. Ay! but think of this too. 

That sudden action only can procure it 
Success— thbk first of this your Highness. 

[ExU Wrangel 

SOBKB YI. 

Waiubkbtbin, Tbbtskt, and Illo (re-^nter). 

TUo. Wt all right? 

Ter. Are you compromised ? 

IBo. This Swede 

Went smiling from you. Yes I you're compromised. 

Wal, As yet is nothing settled : and (well weigh'd) 
I feel myself inclin'd to leave it so. 

Ter. How ? What is that ? 

TFo/. Come on me what may come. 

The doing evil to avoid an evil 
Cannot be good ! 

Ter. Nay, but bethink you, Duke ? 

Wal, To live upon the mercy of these Swedes ! 
Of these proud-hearted Swedes ! I could not bear it 

lUo. Goest thou as fugitive^ as mendicant ? 
Bring^st thou not more to them than thou reoeiv'st f 

SOENB Yli. 

7^0 these enter the Countbss Tbrtskt, 

Wal. Who sent for you ? There is no business here 
For women. 
Ccun. I am come to bid you joy. 

Wal. Use thy authority, Tertsky, bid her go. 
Caun. Come I perhaps too early ! I hope not. 
u 2 
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Wai, Set notihis tongroe upon me, I intrest ymi« 
You know it it the weapon tlytt destroys me. 
I am routed, if a woman but attack me. 
I cannot traflHo in the trade of words 
With that unreasoning sex. 

Caun. I had ahready 

GiWn the Bohemians a king. 

Wal {tarcoMticaUty). They have one. 
In consequence, no doubt 

Omn, (to the othtn). Ha ! what new ecraple? 

Ter, The Duke will not 

Coun. He vnU not what he must!* 

lUo. It lies with you now. Try. For I am silenced, 
When folks b^^ to talk to me of conscience, 
And of fidelity. 

Coun, How ? then, when all 

Lay in the far off distance, when the road 
Stretch'd out before thine eyes interminably, 
Then hadst thou courage and resolve , and now. 
Now that the dream is being realized, 
The purpose ripe, the issue ascertained, 
Dost thou begin to play the dastard now ? 
Plann'd merely, 'tis a common felony ; 
Accomplished, an immortal undertaking ; 
And with success comes pardon hand in hand , 
For all event is God's arbitrement. 

8er, (enters). The Colonel Piccolomini. 

Coun, (JuutUy). — Must wait. 

Wal, I cannot see him now. Another time. 

8er, But for two minutes he intreats an audience ; 
Of the most urgent nature is his business. 

Wal, Who knows what he may bring us 7 I will 
hear him. 

Coun, {laughs). Urgent for him, no doubt; but 
thou mav*8t wait. 
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Wa2. What 11 it? 

Caun. Thoa shalt be infomiM hereafter. 
First let the Srwede and thee be compromised. 

\ExU Servant. 

Wa2, If there were yet a choice : if yet some milder 
Way of escape were posnble — I still 
Will choose it, and avoid the last extreme. 

Coun. Desir'st thou nothing further ? Such a way 
Lies still before thee. Send this Wrangel off. 
Forget thou thy old hopes, cast far away 
All thy past life ; determine to commence 
A new one. Virtue hath her heroes too. 
As well as Fame and Fortune. — To Vienna — 
Hence— -to the Emperor — kneel before the throne 
Take a full coffer with thee—say aloud^ 
Thou did'st but wish to prove Ay fealty ; 
Thy whole intention but to dupe the Swede. 

lUo, For that, too, 'tis too late. They know too much* 
He would but bear his own head to the block. 

Co*m. I fear not that. They have not evidence 
To attaint him legally, and they avoid 
The avowal of an arbitrary power. 
They'll let the Duke resign without disturbance. 
I see how all will end. The King of Hungary 
Makes his appearance, and 'twill of itself 
Be understood, that then the Duke retires. 
There will not want a formal declaration. 
The young King will administer the oath 
To the whole army ; and so all returns 
To the old position. On some morrow morning 
The Duke departs ; and now 'tis stir and bustle 
Within his castles. He will hunt, and build, 
Superintend his horses' pedigrees. 
Creates himself a court, gives golden keya^ , 
And introduceth strictest ceremony 
u 3 
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III fine proportiouB, and nice etiquette ; 

Keeps open table with high cheer ; in brief 

Commencetb mighty King — ^in miniature. 

And while he prudently demeans himself^ 

And gives himsdf no actual importance, 

He will be let appear whate'er he likes ; 

And who dares doubt, that Friedland wiH appear 

A mighty Prince to his last dying hour? 

Well now, what then? Duke Friedland is, as others^ 

A fire-new Noble, whom the war hath raised 

To price and currency, a Jonah's gourd, 

An over-night creation of court-&vour. 

Which with an undistinguishable ease 

Makes Baron or makes Prince. 

Wal. (tit extreme agitation). Take lier away. 
Let in the young Count Pic^lominL 

CoufL Art thou in earnest ? I entreat thee ! Cans^l 
thou 
Consent to bear thyself to thy own grave, 
So ignominiously to be dried up ? 
Thy life, that arrogated such a height. 
To end in such a nothing ! To be nothing, 
When one was always nothmg, is an evil. 
That asks no stretch of patience, a light evil; 
But to become a nothing, having been — 

Wal, {starts up in violent citation). Show me a 
way out of this stifling crowd. 
Ye powers of aidance ! Show me such a way 
As / am capable of going — I 
Am no tongue-hero, no fine virtue-pratUer ; 
I cannot warm by thinking ; cannot say 
To the good luck that turns her back upon m% 
Magnanimously : * Go 1 I need thee not,' 
Cease I to work, I am annihilated. 
Dangers nor'sacrifices will I shun, 
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If 80 1 may avoid the last extreme ; 

But ere I sink down into nothingneiiy 

Leave off so little^ who began so great^ 

Ere that the world confuses me with those 

Poor wretches, whom a day creates and cnraibloB^ 

This age and after-ages* speak my name 

With hate and dread; and Friedland be redemptioa 

For each aecorsed deed ! 

Coun, What is there here, the% 

So against natore ? Help me to perceive it I 
O let not Superstitioa's nightly goblins 
Subdue thy dear bright spirit ! Art thon bid 
To murder ? — with aUiorr'd aecorsed pontard. 
To violate the breasts that nourished theet 
That toere against our nature, that might aptly 
Make thy flesh shndder, and thy whole heart sidLen. f 
Yet for a few, and for a meaner object. 
Have ventured even this, ay, and perform'd it 
- What is there in thy ease so black and monstrous ** 
Thou art accused of treason — whether with 
Or without justice, is not now the question — 
Thou art lost if thou dost not avail thee quickly 
Of the power which thou possessest — Friedland ! Duhet 
Tell me, where lives that thing so meek and tame, 
That doth not all his living faculties 
Put forth in preservation of his life ? 
What deed so daring, which necessity 
And desperation will not sanctify * 

* Coald I have hiMfded raeh t Gennamuni m the om of the word 
•fter>worid, for potteritj, — " Ei ipreche Welt ond Nachweli meinen 
Nemeo*' — ought here been rendered with more literal fidd[ilJ^— 
Let worid and after-worid apeak o«t my name, &e. 

1 1 hare not rentured to aAront the fiutidiooa deUeaey of oar agt wiili 
a literal translation of this line 

"werth 
Die Eingewdde ^handemd aufkuiegen .** 
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Wal Once was this Ferdinand so gracioas to roe: 
He lov'd me ; he etteem'd me ; I was plac'd 
The nearest to his heart Fall many a time 
We, like familiar friends, both at one table. 
Have bcmqneted together. He and I — 
And the young kings themselves held me the bason 
Wherewith to wash me—and isU come to this? 

Cmtn, So faithfully preserv'st thou each small fayour, 
And hast no memory for contumelies? 
Must I remind thee how at Regensburg 
This man repaid thy faithful services ? 
All ranks and all conditions in the empire 
Thou hadst wrong'd, to make him great,— hadst loaded 

on thee, 
On theCf the hate, the curse of the whole world. 
No friend existed for thee in all Grermany, 
And why? because thou hadst existed only 
For tb' Emperor. To th' Emperor alone 
Clung Friedland in that storm which gather'd round 

him 
At Regensburg in the Diet — and he dropp'd thee ! 
He let thee fall ! He let thee fall a victim 
To the Bavarian, to that insolent ! 
Depos'd, stript bare of all thy dignity 
And power, amid the taunting of thy foes, 
Thou wert let drop into obscurity. — 
Say not, the restoration of thy honour 
Has made atonement for that first injustice. 
No honest good-will was it that replaced thee, 
The law of hard necessity replaced thee. 
Which they had fain oppos'd, but that they could not. 

TFo/. Not to their good wishes, that is certain, 
Nor yet to his afiection I'm indebted 
For this high office ; and if I abuse it, 
I shall therein abuse no confidence. 
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Coun, Affection ! confidence \ — Tbey needed tiiec. 
Necessity, impetuous remonstrant ! 
Who not with empty names, or shows of proxy^ 
Is serv'd, who'll have the thing and not the symbol, 
Ever seeks oat the greatest and the best. 
And at the rudder places hiniy e'en though 
She had been forc'd to take him from the rabUd— 
She, this Necessity, it was that plac'd thee 
In this high office, it was she that gave thee 
Thy letters patent of inauguration. 
For, to the uttermost moment that they can. 
This race still help theipselres at cheapest rate 
With slavish souls, with puppets ! At the approach 
Of extreme peril, when a hollow image 
Is found a hollow image and no more. 
Then fidls the power into the mighty hands 
Of nature, of the spirit giant-bom, 
Who listens only to himself, knows nothing 
Of stipulations, duties, reverences ; 
And like th' emancipated force of fire, 
Unmaster'd scorches, ere it reaches them. 
Their fine-spun webs, their artificial policy, 

Wal. 'Tis true I they saw me always as I am— 
Alw:ays I I did not cheat them in the bargain. 
I never held it worth my pains to hide 
The bold, all-grasping habit of my soul. 

Coun, Nay rather— thou hast ever shown thyself 
A formidable man, without restraint ; 
Hast exercis'd the full prerogatives 
Of thy impetuous nature, which had been 
Once granted to thee. Therefore, Duke, not ihou^ 
Who hast still remained consistent with thyself, 
But they are in the wrong, who fearing thee, 
Intrusted such a power in hands they fear'd. 
For, by the laws of spirit, in the right 
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It every individaal character 

That acts in strict consistence with itsdt 

Self-contradiction is the only wrong. 

Wert thou another being, then, when tnou 

Eight years ago pnrsuedst thy march with Bre 

And sword, and desolation, through the circles 

Of Germany, the universal scourge, 

Didst mock allr ordinances of the Empire, 

The fearful rights of strength alone exertedst, 

Trampledst to earth each rank, each magistracy, 

All to extend thy Sultan's domination ? 

Then was the time to break thee in, to curb 

Thy haughty will, to teach thee ordinance. 

But no ! the Emperor fdt no touch of conscience, 

What serv'd him pleas'd him, and without a murmur 

He stamp'd his broad seal on these lawless deeds. 

What at that time was right, because thou didst it 

For Mm, to-day is all at once become 

Opprobrious, foul, because it is directed 

Against him, — O most flimsy superstition ! 

Wal, (rising). I never saw it in this light before. 
'Tis even so. The Emperor perpetrated 
Deeds through my arm, deeds most unorderly. 
^ And even this prince's mantle, which I wear, 
I owe to what were services to him, 
But most hign misdemeanours 'Against the empire. 
Coun. Then betwixt thee and him (confess it, Fried« 
land !) 
The point can be no more than right and duty. 
Only of power and th' opportunity. 
That opportunity, lo ! it comes yonder. 
Approaching with swift steeds ; then with a swing 
Throw thyself up into the chariot seat. 
Seize with firm hand the reins, ere thy opponent 
Anticipate thee, and himself make conquest 
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Of the now empty seat. The moment comes, 
It 18 abready here, when thou most write 
The absolute total of thy life's vast sum. 
The constellations stand victorious o'er thee, 
The planets shoot good fortune in fair junctions. 
And tell thee, * Now's the time I ' The starry courses 
Hast thou thy life long measur'cl to no purpose ? 
The quadrant and the circle, were they play-things ? 

[Paintinff to the different obfects in the room. 
The zodiacs, the rolling orbs of heaven. 
Hast pictur'd on these walls, and all around thee, 
In dumb, foreboding symbols hast thou plac'd 
Tliese seven presiding lords of destiny — 
For toys ? Is all this preparation nothing ? 
Is there no marrow in this hollow art, 
That even to thyself it doth avail 
Nothing, and has no influence over thee 
In the great moment of decision ? 

Wal, (during this last speech walks up and down 
wUh inward struggles^ labouring with poi' 
sions; stops suddenly, stands stiU, then^intev' 
rupHng the Countess), 
Send Wrangel to me — I will instantly 
Despatch three couriers 

Illo, (hurrying out). God in heaven be prais'd ! 

Wal, It is his evil genius and mine. 
Our evil genius ! It chastises him 
Through me, the instrument of his ambition ; 
And I expect no less than that revenge 
E'en now is whetting for my breast the poniard. 
Who sows the serpent's teeth, let him not hope 
To reap a joyous harvest. Every crime 
Has, in the moment of its perpetration. 
Its own avenging angel — dark misgiving. 
An ominous sinking at the inmost heart. 
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He can no longer trust me. — Then no longer 

Can I retreat — so come that which mutt eiAne,^ 

Still destiny preserves its due relations ; 

The heart within us is its absolute 

Yieegerent. [To Ttrt$kjf. 

GOf conduct you Gustave Wrangel 
To my state-cabinet.— Myself will speak t« 
The couriers. — And despatch immediately 
A servant for Octavio Piccolomini. 

\To the Countess^ who cannot conceal Iter triumph. 
No exultation ! — woman^ triumph not ! 
For jealous are the powers of destiny. 
Joy premature, and shouts ere victory. 
Encroach upon their rights and privileges. 
We sow the seed, and they the growtii determine. 

\Whik he i$ making hU exit, the curtain drop$. 



ACT. V. 
Scene, as in the preceding Act* 

SOENB I. 

Waixbnstbin, Octavio Piooolomini. 

Wal. {earning forward in conversation). He sends 
me word from Linz, that he lies sick ; 
But I have sure intelligence, that he 
Secretes himself at Frauenberg with Galas. 
Secure them both, and send them to me hither. 
Remember, thou tak'st on thee the command 
Of those saipe Spanish regiments, — constai^tly 
Make preparation, and be never ready ; 
And if they urge thee to draw out against me, 
Still answer yes, and stand as thou wert fetter'd. 
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I know, that it is doing thee a aeiTiM 

To keep thee ont of action in this boiiaSM. 
Thou loT'st to linger on in fiur i^peaianoes ; 
Steps of extremity an not thy piOTinoe, 
Therefore have i loaght oat this part for thee^ 
Thou wilt this time be of most seirice to me 
By thy inertness. The mean time, if fbrtuie 
Declare itself on my side, thos wilt know 
AViiat k to do. 

Enter Max. Piggolohini. 

Now go, Octavio. 
Tins iii^rht must thou be off, take my own horses : 

I I \m ln;re I keep with me-Huake short fturewell— 
Trust me. I think we all shall meet again 

In joy and thriving fbrtones. 

Oct. (tokUwn)* I shall see you 

Yet e'er 1 go. 

S0B5B II. ^ 

Wallenstbin, Max. Piocolomiki. 

Max, ((advances to him). My General ! 

fVal, That am I no longer, i( 

Thou styPst thyself the Emperor's officer. 

Max. Then thou wilt leave the army General ? 

Wal. I have r^ounc'd the service of the Emperor. 

Max, And thou wilt leave th6 army? 

WaL Rather hope I 

To bind it nearer still and faster to me. 

[ITe feats himself. 
Fes, Max, Iliave delay M to open it to thee, 
Even till th6 hour of acting *gins to strike. 
Youth's fortunate feeling doth seize easily 
The absolute right, yea, and a joy it is 
To exercise the single apprehension 
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Wliere the sums tqiuure in proof; 

Bat where it happens, that of two sore evils 

One most be taken^ where the heart not whoUy 

Brings itself back from oat the strife of duties. 

There 'tis a blessing to have no electieny 

And blank necessity is grace and favour. 

— ^This is now present : do not look behind thee — 

It can no more avail thee. Look thou forwards ! 

Think not ! judge not ! prepare thyself to act ! 

The Court — ^it hath determined on my ruin. 

Therefore I will to be beforehand with them. 

We'll join the Swedes— right gallant fellows are they, 

And our good friends. 
[JTe stops himself, expecting Piccolamini's answer. 

I have ta'en thee by surprise. Answer me not. 

I grant thee time to recollect thyself 

[He rises, and retires to the bach of the stage. 
Max, remains for a long time motionless, m 
a trance of excessive anguish. At his first 
motion WaUenstein returns, and places himself 
before him. 
Max. My General^ this day thou makest me 

Of age to speak in my own right and person. 

For till this day I have been spared the trouble 

To find out my own road. Thee have I foUow'd 

With most implicit, unconditional faith, 

Sure of the right path if I followed thee. 

To day, for the first time, dost thou refer 

Me to myself, and forcest me to make 

Election between thee and my own heart. 

WaJ, Soft cradled thee thy fortune till to-day: 

Thy duties thou couldst exercise in sport, 

Indulge all lovely instincts, act for ever 

With undivided heart. It can remain 

No longer thus. Like enemies, the roads 
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Start from each other. Duties strive with duties. 
Thou must needs choose thy party in the war 
Which is now kindling 'twixt thy friend and him 
Who is thy Emperor. 

Max. War I is that the name? 

War is as frightful as heaven's pestilence, 
Yet it is good, is it heaven's will as that is. 
Is that a good war, which against the Bmperor 
Thou wagest with the Emperor's own army ? 
O God of Heaven ! what a change is this. 
Beseems it me to offer such persuasion 
To thee, who, like the fix'd star of the pole, 
Wert all I gaz'd at on life's trackless ocean? 
O ! what a rent thou makest in my heart I 
The ingrained instinct of old reverence, 
The holy habit of obediency. 
Must I pluck life asunder from thy name ? 
Nay, do not turn thy countenance upon me — 
It always was as a god looking at me ! 
Duke Wallenstein, its power is not departed : 
The senses still are in thy bonds ; although 
Bleeding, the soul hath freed itself. 

Wcdrn Max., hear me. 

MckX, O ! do it not, I pray thee, do it not ! 
There is a pure and noble soul within thee, 
Knows not of this unblest, unlucky doing. 
Thy will if chaste, it is thy fancy only 
Which ^ath polluted thee — and innocence, 
It will not let itself be driven away 
From that world-awing aspect. Thou wilt noty 
Thou canst not end in this. It would reduce 
All human creatures to disloyalty 
Agaj;nst the nobleness of their own nature. 
'Twill justify the vulgar misbelief. 
Which hpldeth nothing noble in free-will, 
X 2 
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And trusts itidf to impoteiioe alone^ 
Made powvrfbl only in an unknown power* 

IKot The world will judge me sternly^ I expect it 
Already hare I said to my own self 
All thou canst say to me. Who but avoids 
Ihe extreme, can be by going around avoid it? 
But here there Is no choice. Yes— I must use 
Or suflbr Tiolcnce— so stands the case. 
There remains nodiing possible but thst 

Max. O that is never possible for theel 
rris the last desperate resource of those 
Cheap souls, to whom their honour, their good name 
Is their poor Jortfi^, their last worthless keep^ 
Which having staked and lost, they stake themselvea 
In the mad rage of gaming. Thou art rich, 
And glorious ; with an unpolluted heart 
Thou canst make conqi^st of whatever seems highest. 
But he, who once hath acted infiuny, 
Does nothing more in this wwrld. 

Wal (graspi Ma hand). Calmly, Max ! 
Much that is great and exeellait will we 
Perform together yet And if we only 
Stand on the height with dignity, ^tis soon 
Forgotten, Max., by what road we ascended. 
Believe me, many a crown shines spotless now. 
That yet was deeply sullied in the winning. 
To the evil spirit doth the earth belong, 
Not to the good. All that the powers divine ■ 
Send from above, are universal blessings : 
Their light rejoices us, their air refreshes, 
But never yet Mras man enrich'd by them : 
In their eternal realm no property 
Is to be strpggled for — alt there is generaL | 
The jewel, the all- valued gold we win 
From the deceiving powers, deprav'd in natoie^ 
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That dwell beneath the day and blessed ion-light 
Not without sacrifices are they rendered 
Propitious, and there lives no soul on earth 
That e'er retir*d unsullied from their service. 

Max, Whate'er is human, to the human being 
Do T allow — ^and to the vehement 
And striving spirit readily I pardon 
Th' excess of action ; but to tiiee, my general I 
Above aU others make I large concession. 
For thou must move a world, and be the master — 
He kills thee, who condemns thee to inaction. 
So be it then ! maintain thee in thy post 
By violence. Resist the Emperor, 
And if it must be, force with force repel : 
I will not praise it, yet I can forgive it. 
But not — not to the traitor — yes ! — the word 

Is spoken out 

Not to the traitor can I yield a pardon. 
That is no mere excess ! that is no error 
Of human nature — that is wholly difiTrent, 
O that is black, black as the pit of hell ! 

[WaHenstein betrays a sudden agitation. 
Thou canst not hear it nam^d, and wilt tbou do\tt 

turn back to thy duty. That thou canst 

1 hold it certain. Send me to Vienna. 

I'll make thy peace for thee with th' Emperor. 
He knows thee not. But I do know thee. -He 
Shall see the Duke ! \^th my unclouded eye, 
And I bring back h^ confidence to thee. 

WdL It is too late. Thou know'st not what has 
happen'd. 

Max, Were it too late, and were things gone so fiur, 
That a crime only could prevent thy fall. 
Then—fall! fall honourably even as thou stood'st. 
Lose the command. Go from the stage of wat 
X 3 
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Tliou etBst with spleodoiur do it— do it too 
With innocence. Thoo hast Wd aMch for othersy 
At length lirt thou for thy own self. I follow thee. 
My destiny^ I never part from thine. 

fVal Itistookte! Even now, while thon art losing 
Thy words, one aflfcer the other are the mile-stones 
Left fast behind by my post oonriersy 
Who bear the order on to Prague and 'Egrt^ 

[Max, iiandt as conouUed^ with a gesture and 
cowUenamee expreumg the most bUenae «»« 

Yield thyself to it We aet as. hm are foro'd. 
I cannot give assent to my own shame 
And ruin. Thow-^mo^ihon canst not forsake me I 
So let us doy what must be done, with dignity. 
With a firm step. What am I doing worso 
Than did fieim'd Caesar at the Rubicon, 
When he the legions led agamst his country, 
The which his country had delivered to him ? 
Had he thrown down the sword, he had been loal. 
As I were, if I but disarmed myself. 
I trace out something in me of bis spirit. 
Give me his luck, that other thing I'll bear. 

[Max. quits him ahruptlg. WallenstsiHy startled 
and overpowered, continues looking after 
Umj and is stiU in this posture when Tertsky 
enters, 

SC^NB III. 

Wallbnstbin, Tbrtsky. 

Ter^ Max. Picodomini just left you ? 
Wal. Where is Wrangel T 

Ter. He is already gone. 
JVal In such a hurry ? 
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Ter. ItisasifUieeurtkhadtinaiow'dhuiu 
He had scaioe left thee, when I went to seek htm. 
I wishM some words with him — ^bot he was gone. 
Howy when, and where, conM no one tell me. K«j| 
I half believe it was the deril himself; 
A human creature could not so at once 
Have vanished. 

IHo. (enters). Is it trae that thon wilt send 

Octavio ? 

Ter. How, Octavio ! Whither send hin ? 

Wal. He goes to Frauenberg, and will lead hither 
The Spanish and Italian regiments. 

Ilh. No!— 

Nay, Heaven forbid! 

Wal. And why should Heaven ferUd ? 

lUo- Hfan 1— that deceiver ! Wonld'rt thou trust to 
him 
The soldiery ? Him wilt thou let sifp from thee. 
Now, in the very instant that decides us-^ 

Ter. Thou wilt not do this!— No ! I pray ihee, no t 

Wal. Ye are whimsical. 

7229. O but for this time, Duke, 

Yield to our warning ! Let him not depart. 

WaL And why should I not trust him only this time, 
Who have always trusted him? What, then, has 

happen'd 
That I should lose my good opinion of him ? 
In complaisance to your whims, not my own, 
I must, forsooth, give up a rooted judgment 
Think not I am a woman. Having trusted him 
E'en ^till to-day, to-day too will I trust him. 

Ter. Must it be he — he only ? Send anodier, 

Wal. It must be he, whom I myself have diosen ; 
He is well fitted for the business. Therefore 
I gave it him. 
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lUo. Because he's an Italian — 

Therefore is he well fitted for the business. 

Wa2, I know you love them not— nor sire nor i 
Because I esteem them, love them — visibly 
Esteem them, love them more than you and others, 
E*en as they merit Therefore are they eye-blights. 
Thorns in your foot-path. But your jealousies. 
In what affect they me or my concerns? 
Are they the worst to me because you hate them ? 
Love or hate one another as you will, 
I leave to each man hb own moods and likings ; 
Yet know the worth of each of you to me. 

lOo. Von Questenberg, while he was here, was 
always 
Lurking about with this Octavio. 

WcU. It happened with my knowledge and permission. 

Illo. I know that secret messengers came to him 
From Galas 

JVal. Thaf s not true. 

Illo. O thou art blind 

With thy deep-seeing eyes. 

Wal. Thou wilt not shake 

My faith for me — my faith, which founds itself 
On the profoundest science. If 'tis &lse, 
Then the whole science of the stars is false. 
For know, I have a pledge from fate itself. 
That he is the most faithful of my friends. 

Illo. Hast thou a pledge, that this pledge is not false? 

WaL There exist moments in the life of man, 
When he is nearer the great Soul of the world 
Than is man's custom, and possesses freely 
The power of questioning his destiny : 
And such a moment 'twas, when in the night 
Before the action in the plains of Liitzen, 
Leaning against a tree, thoughts crowding thougbtSy 



1 



FiiMT PART ov wAixBimnmr. MT 

look'd oat far upon th^ o«iBO«8 plua. 
My whole life, past and fataiey in this nomeat 
Before my mind's eye glided in proeevion^ 
And to the destiny of the next morning 
The spirit, fill'd with anxious presentimeal^ 
Did Imit the most remoy'd fbtority. 
Then said I also to myself, 'So many 
Dost thou command. They foUow all thy tten^ 
And as on some great nunber set thar all 
Upon thy single head, and only man 
The vessel of thy fortune. Tet a day 
Will come, when Destiny shall osee mm% aeatter 
All these in many a seyeral direetimi : 
Few be they who will stand out fiuthfnl to tbee^' 
I yeam'd to know which one was fcithfnlleit 
Of all thb camp included. Great Destiny, 
Give me a sign I And he shall be the man, 
Who, on th' approaching morning, eomes tiie fat 
To meet me with a token of hit lore : 
And thinking this, I fell into a tlunber. 
Then midmost in the battle was I led 
In spirit. Great the pressure and the tomult 1 
Then was my horse kill'd under me ; I sank ; 
And over me away, all unooaeemedly. 
Drove horse and rider— and thus trod to pieces 
I ky, and panted like a dying man.^ 
Then seiz'd me suddenly a saviour anOt 
It was Octavio's— I awoke at once. 
Twas broad day, and Octavh stood belbra me. 

My brother,' said he, 'do not rid^ toniay 
The dapple, as you're wont ; but tnonnt th« horse 
Which I hare chosen for thee. Do it, brother 
In love to me. A strong dream wam'd me so.' 
It wes the swiftness of this horse that snatch'd mm 
Fiom the hot pursuit of Bannier's dragoima. 
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My cousin rode the dapple on that day, 
And never more saw I or horse or rider. 

IBo. Tiiat was a chance. 

FToZ. (§igtqfkantfy). There's no such thmg m 
chance. 
In brief, 'tis sign'd and seal'd that this Octavio 
Is my good angel— and now no word more. 

[^He is retinnff. 

Ter. Thb is my comfort — Max. remaiDs our hostage. 

Ilio, And he shall nerer stir from here alive. 

Wal. (stops and turns himself round). Are ye not 
like the women, who, for ever 
Only recur to their first word, altho' 
One had been talking reason by the hour? 
Know, that the human being's thoughts and deeds 
Are not, like ocean billows, blindly mov'd. 
The inner world, hb microcosmus, is 
The deep shaft, out of which they sfning eternally, 
They grow by certain laws, like the tree's fruit — 
No juggling chance can metamorphose them. 
Have I the human kernel first examined ? 
Then I know, too, the future will and action. 

SOBNB IV. 

Scene^A Cftamder in Piocolomini's DtoeUing-hoyse, 

OorAYio, PioooLOMiNiy IsoLANi, entering, 

Iso. Here am I — Well ! who comes yet of the others ? 
Oct, (toith an air of mystery). But. first, a word 

with you, Count Isolani. 
Iso (assuming the same air of mystery). Will it 
explode, ha ? — Is the Duke about 
To make the attempt ? In me, friend, you may place 
Fall confidence.— Nay, put me to the proof. 
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Od, That may happen. 

2so. Noble brother, I am 

Not one of those men who in words are yaJiant, 
And when it comes to action skulk away. 
The Duke has acted towards me as a friend, 

God knows it is so ; and I owe him all 

He may rely on my fidelity. 

Oct. That will be seen hereafler. 

l9o. Be on your guard. 

AH think not as I think ; and there are many 
Who still hold with the Court — ^yes, and they say 
That diose stolen signatures bind them to nothing, 

Oct. I am rejoiced^ hear it. 

Iso. You rejoice I 

Oct. That the Bmperor has yet such gallant ser- 
vants, 
And loving friends. 

ho. Nay, jeer not, I intreat you. 

They are no such worthless fellows, I assure you. 

Oct. I am assured already. God forbid 
That I should jest ! — In very serious earnest, 
I am rejoiced to see an honest cause 
So strong. 

Iso. The Devil! — what!— why, what means 
this? 
Are you not, then ^For what, then, am I here ? 

Oct. That you may make full declaration, whether 
You will be calPd the friend or enemy * 

Of the Emperor. 

ho. (with an air of defiance). That dedaration, 
friend, 
I'll make to him in whom a right is placed 
To put that question to me. 

Oct. Whether, Connt» 

That right is mine, this paper may instruct yon. 
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Im. iitammering). Why— wliy— wbat I tliis h the 
Emperor's band and seal! lUteads. 

<< TThuiM, the officers eollectiyely 
Throughout ow araiy will obey the orders 
Of the Lietteiitfit-OeMral PioeoloBiBL 

At from oundTes'' Heml-^Ymi so! — Yes* 

yes!— 
I^I giye yoa joy, LicmtMMiit-GeBeral ! 

Od. Aadyott lubmit yon to the order? 

I$o. I- 
Bat yo« ha^ takoA me so by surprise- 
Time Imt refleetioB o»a mmi haye 

Od. Two miaates. 
" I$o. My God! but then the case is 

Qd^ Plain and Muiple. 

Yon mnst declare yon, whedier yon determine 
To act a treason Against yonr Lord and Sovereign, 
Or whether yom will scnre him fidthMy. 

l9o. TkatMBl- My Godl— B«t who talks then of 
troasoBt 

Oct. That is the ease. The Prinoe-dnke is a 
traitor— 
Means to lead oyer to the enemy 
The Empttoi^B army.— Now, Connt!— brief and full— 
Say, will yon break yonr oath to th» Emperor ? 
SeU youJpself to Ae enemy?— Say, will yon t 

190. What mean yon? I— I break my oath, d'ye 
say. 
To his Imperial Majesty? 
Did I lay 80?-^When, when have I said that? 

Oct. Yon have not said it yet— not yet This 
instaat 
I wait to hear, Connt, whether yon wiUtKf ^ 

I$o. Aye I that deOghts me now, that yon yoniself 
Bear witness for me that I never sak so. 
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Oct, And you renounce the Duke then ? 

Iso. If he's planring 

Treason — why, treason breaks all bonds asonder. 

Oct, And are determined, too, to fight against him ? 

Iso. He has done me service — but if he's a villain, 
Perdition seize him !— All scores are mbb'd off. 

Oct» I am reyoie'd that yon're so well disposed. 
This night break off in th' utmost secresy 
^iih all the Bght-armM troops — it most appear 
As came the order from the Dnke himself. 
At Fnmenbeig's the place of rendezvous ; 
There will Count Ghilas give you further orders. 

Iso. It shall be done. But you'll remember me 
With th' Emperor — how well-dispos'd you found me. 

Oct. I will not £m1 to mention it honourably. 

[Exit Isolam, A Servant enters. 
What, Colonel Butler I — Show him up. 

ho, (r et u rn ing ). Forgive me, too, my bearish ways, 
old&therl 
Lord Godl how should I know, then, what a great 
Person I had before me. 

Oct, No excuses ! 

Iso, I am a merry lad, and if at time 
A rash word might escape me 'gainst the court 
Amidst my wine — ^you know no harm was meant, 

Oct, Ton need not be uneasy on that score. 
That has succeeded. Fortune favour us 
With all the others only but as much ! 

SOBKB V. 
OOTAYIO PZCOOLOMINI, BXTTLBB. 

But, At your command, Lieutenant-General. 
Oct* Wdoome as hoBour'd friend and visitor* 

T 
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But. Too do me too nnch bonoor. 

Oct. (qfUr both have ieatedthefiuehei). You have 
not 
Retarn'd the adyancet wbich I made yoa yester* , 

day — 
Misanderstood them as mere empty forms. 
That wish proceeded from my heart— I was 
In earnest with yoa— for 'tis now a time 
In which the honest should unite most dosely. 

But, 'Tis only the like-minded can unite. 

Oct, True ! and I name all honest men like-minded. 
I never charge a man but with those acts 
To which his character deliberately 
Impels him ; for alas ! the violence 
Of blind misunderstandings often thrusts 
The very best of us from the r^ht track. 
You came thro' Frauenberg. Did the Count Gralas 
Say nothing to you ? Tell me. He's my friend. 

But, His words were lost on me. 

Oct. It grieves me sorely 

To bear it, for his counsel was most wise. 
I bad myself the like to offer. 

But. Spare 

Yourself the trouble— me th' embarrassment, 
To have deserv'd so ill your good opinion. 

Oct. The time is precious— let us talk openly, 
You know how matters stand here. Wallenstein 
Meditates treason — I can tell you further- 
He has committed treason ; but few hours 
Have past, since he a covenant concluded 
With th' enemy. The messengers are now 
Full on their way to Egra and to Prague* 
To-morrow he intends to lead us over 
To th' enemy. But he deceives himself; 
For prudence wakes — the Bmperor has still 
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Many and faithful friends here, and they stand 
In closest union, mighty tbo' unseen. 
This manifesto sentences the Duke — 
Becalls the obedience of the anny from him. 
And summons all the loyal, all the honest, 
To join and recognize in me their leader. 
Choose — ^will you share witti us an honest cause ? 
Or with the evil share an evil lot 

But, (rises). His lot is mine. 

Oct. Is that your last resoWe ? 

Bui. It is. 

Oct. Nay, but bethink you, Colonel Butler ! 
As yet you have time. Within my faithful breast 
That rashly utter'd word remains interr'd. 
Recall it, Butler ! choose a better party. 
Tou have not chosen the right one. 

But, (going). Any other 

Commands for me, Lieutenant-General ? 

Oct. See your white hairs ! Recall that word I 

But, Farewell ! 

Oct, What, would you draw this good and gallant 
sword 
In such a cause 7 Into a curse would you 
Transform the gratitude which you have eam'd 
By forty years' fidelity from Austria ? 

But, (laughing with bitterness). Gratitude from the 
house of Austria. [He is going, 

Oct. (permits him to go as far as the door^ then 
caUs after him). Butler I 

Bui. What wish you ? 

Oct. How was't with the Count ? 

But. Count? what? 

Oct. (coldly). The title that you wish'd I mean. 

Bui, (starts in sudden passion). Hell and dam- 
nation! 

t2 
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Oct. (eoldfy). ToQ petibon'd for it-« 

And yoar petition was repell'd— Was it so ? 

But. Your insolent scoff shall not go by unpnnish'd* 
Draw! 

Oct. Nay ! your sword to ^ts sheath I and tell m« 
calmly *" 

How all that happened. I will not refuse yoa 
Your satisfSeustion afterwards.— Calmly, Butler I 

But. Be the whole world acquainted with i\e 
weakness 
For which I never can forgive myself. 
Lieutenant-General I Yes — I have ambition* 
Ne'er was I able to endure contempt. 
It stung me to the quick, that burth and titie 
Should have more weight tiuui merit has in tli' 

army." 
I would fain not be meaner than my. equal, 
So in an evil hour I let myself 
Be tempted to that measure — It was folly ! 
But yet so hard a pgnance it deserv'd not. 
It might have been refus'd ; but who^fore barb 
And venom the refusal with contempt ? 
Why dash to earth and crush with heaviest scorn 
The grey-hahr'd man, the fiuthful veteran t 
Why to the baseness of his parentage 
Refer him with such cruel roughness, oniy 
Because he had a weak hoiur and forgot himself? 
But nature gives a sting e'en to the worm 
Which wanton power treads on in sport and insult. 

Oct. You must have been calumniated. Guess yon 
The enemy, who did you this ill service ? 

But. Be't who it will— a most low-hearted scoun- 
drel, 
Some vile court-minion must it be, some Spaniard, 
Some young squire of some ancient family, 
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In whose light I may stand, some enyions knave, 
Stung to his soul by my fair self-earn'd honours I 

Oct. But tell me! Did the Duke approve that 
measure? 

But, Himself impelled roe to it, used his interest 
In my behal? with all the warmth of friendship. 

Oct. Ay ? Are you sure of that ? 

But. I read tlie letter. 

Oct. And so did I — but the contents were different 
[Butler is suddenly struck. 
By chance I'm in possession of that letter — 
Can leave it to your own eyes to convince you. 

[JJe gives him the letter. 

But. Hal what IS this? 

Oct, I fear me, Colonel Butler, 

An infamous game have they been playing with you. 
The Duke, you say, impelPd you to this measure ? 
Now, in this letter talks he in contempt 
Concerning you ; counsels the minister 
To give sound chastisement to your conceit, 
For so he calls it. 

[Butler reads through the letter, his knees trem" 
ble, he seizes a chair, and sinks doum 
in it. 
You have no enemy, no persecutor ; 
There's no one wishes ill to you. Ascribe 
The insult you received to the Duke only. 
His aim is clear and palpable. He wish'd 
To tear you from your Emperor— he hop'd 
To gain from your revenge what he well knew 
(What your long-tried fidelity convinc'd him) 
He ne'er could dare expect from your cahn reason. 
A blind tool would he make you, in contempt 
Use you as means of most abandon'd ends. 
He has gain'd his point. Too well has be succeeded 
y 3 
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In laring yon ftway from that good path 
On which you had been joorneying forty yean ! 
Bui. (his WHce trembling). Can e'er the fimperor'f 

Majesty forgive me ? 
Oct. More than forgive yoo. He would fiun com* 
pensate 
For that afiront, and most unmerited grievance 
Sostain'd by a deserving, gallant veteran. 
From his free impulse he confirms the present. 
Which the Duke made you for a wicked purpose. 
The regiment which you now command is yoars. 

[Butler attends to rise, ginks doum ogam. He 
lahcun imoardfy with violent emotions ; tries to 
speaky and cannot. At length he takes Ids sword 
from the helt, and offers it to Piccolomini, 
Oct, What wish you ? Recollect yourself, firiend. 
But. Take it. 

Oct. But to what purpose ? Calm yourself 
But. Otakeitl 

I am no longer worthy of this swcMrd. 

Oct. Receive it then anew from my hands — and 
Wear it with honour for the right cause ever. 
But. Perjure myself to such a gracious Sove- 
reign ! 
Oct, You'll make amends. Quick ! break off from 

the Duke! 
But. Break off from him ! 

Oct, What now ? Bethink thyself. 

But. (no longer governing his emotion). Only break 

off from him ! — He dies ! he dies I 
Oct. Come after me to Frauenberg, where now 
All, who ar» loyal, are assembling under 
Counts Altringer and Galas. Many others 
I've brought to a remembrance of their duty. 
This night be sure, that you escape from Pilsen. 
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But. (strides up and daum in excessive agitatUm^ 
then steps up to Octavio toith resolved eounte' 
nance). Count Piccolomini ! Dare that man 
speak 
Of honour to you, who once broke his troth. 
Oct, He, who repents so deeply of it, dares. 
But. Then leave me here, upon my word of honour ! 
Oct. Whafs your design ? 
But. Leave me and my regiment 

Oct. I have full confidence in you. Buf tell me 
Wliat are you brooding ? 

But That, t^ deed will tell you. 

Ask me no more at present. Trust to me. 
Ye may trust safely. By the living God 
Te give him over^ not to his good angel! 
Farewell ! [ExU Butler. 

Ser. (enters with a billet). A stranger left it^ 

and is gone* 
The Prince-Duke's horsM wait for you below. 

[JSxit Servant. 
Get. (reads). ^*Be saffeymake haste 1 Your faith- 
ful Isolan.'' 
— O that I had bat left this town behind me. 
To split upon a rock so near the haven I— 
Away ! This is no longer a safe place for bm t . 
Where can mv son be tanrying? 
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SOSNB VI, 

OcTAVio and Max. Picoolomini. 

Max. enters almost in a state of derangement from 
extreme agitation^ Ms eyes roU wildly , his walk is 
unsteady, and he appears not to observe Msfatlvetf 
who stands at a distance, and gazes at him with a 
countenance expressive of compassion. He paces 
with long strides through the chamber, then stands 
still again, and at last throws himself into a chair, 
staring vacantly at thd object directly before him, 

Oct, {advances to him), I am going off, my son. 

[^Receiving no answer, he takes his hand. 
My son^ farewell. 

Max, Farewell. 

Oct. Thou wilt soon follow me ? 

Max. I follow thee ? 

Thy way is crooked — it is not my way. 

[^Octavio drops his hand, and starts bach. 
O, hadst thou been but simple and sincere, 
Ne'er had it come to this — bXI had stood otherwise. 
He had not done that foul and horrible deed, 
The virtuous had retained their influence o'er him ; 
He had not fallen into the snares of villains. 
Wherefore so like a thief, and thief s accomplice 
Did'st creep behind him — lurking for thy prey ? 
O, unblest falsehood 1 Mother of all evil I 
Thou misery-making demon, it is thou 
That sink'st us in perdition. Simple truth, 
Sustainer of the world, had sav'd us all I 
Father, I will not, I cannot excuse thee I 
Wallenstein has deceived me — O, most foully! 
But thou hast acted not much better. 
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Oct. Son! 

My son, ah ! I forgive thy agony ! 

Max, (rises and cxmtemplates Ms father with looh$ 
ofsusjneion), Was't pottible ? had'it thoo 
the heart, my fiither, 
Had'st ihon the heart to drive it to such kogtht. 
With cold premeditated parpoee T Thou— 
Had'st thou the heart, to wish to see him gttHly, 
Rather than saVd? Thou riseat by his fidl* 
Octavio, 'twill not please me. 

Oct. God m Heaven I 

Max. 0,woei8mel snrelhaveohasg'dmyBatafe. 
How comes suspicion here— 'in the free sonl T 
Hope, confidence, belief, are gone ; for all 
Lied to me, all what I e'er lov*d or honour'd. 
No! No! Not all! She— she yet lives for me, 
And she is troe, and open as the Heavens! 
Deceit is every where, hypocrisy, 
Harder, and poisoning, treason, pojnry : 
The single holy spot is our love. 
The only unprofanM in human ttatute* 

Oct. Max!— we will go together. Twill be better. 

Max. What? ere I've taken a last parting leave, 
The very last— no never 1 

Oct. Spare thyself 

The pang of necessary separation. 
Come with me ! Ck>me, my son ! 

[Attempts to taki MM tol/A Mm. 

Max. No t as sure as God lives, no 1 

Oct. (mare vrgently). Come with me, I command 
thee ! I, thy father. 

Max. Command me what is human. I stay here. 

Oct. Max ! in the Emperor's name I l^d thee come 

Max. No Emperor has power to prescribe 
Laws to the heart ; and would'st thou wish to rOb me. 
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Of the sole blessing which my &te has left me. 
Her sympathy. Must then a cruel deed 
Be done with cruelty ? The unalterable 
Shall I perform ignobly — steal away^ 
With stealthly coward flight forsake her ? Ko ! 
She shall behold my suffering^ my sore anguish, 
Hear the complaints of the disparted soul^ 
And weep tears o'er me. O ! the hnman race 
Have steely souls — but she is as an angel. 
From the black deadly madness of despaur 
Will she redeem my soul^ and in soft words 
Of comfort, plaining, loose this pang of death 1 

Oct, Thou wilt not tear thyself away, thou canst not* 
O, come, my son ! I bid thee save thy virtue. 

Max. Squander not thou thy words in vain ! 
The heart I follow, for I dare trust to it 

Oct, (tremSling and losing all self-command)^ 
Max.! Max.; if that most damned thing could be, 
If thou — my son — my own blood— (dare I think it t) 
Do sell thyself to him, the infamous ; 
Do stamp this brand upon our noble house, 
Then shdl the world behold the horrible deed, 
And in unnatural combat shall the steel 
Of the son trickle with the father's blood. 

Max. O hadst thou always better thought of men, 
Thou hadst then acted better. Curst suspicion ! 
Unholy miserable doubt I To him 
Nothing on earth remains unwrench'd and firm. 
Who has no faitht 

Oct. And if I trust thy heart, 

Will it be always in thy power to follow it? 

Max. The heart's voice tJiaa hast not o'erpower'd— 
as little 
Will Wallenstein be able to o'erpower it 

Oct. O Max I I see thee never more again 
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Moor. Unworthy of thee wilt thou nerer lee ma. 

Oct, I go to Frauenberg— the Pappenheimen 
I leave thee hare, the Lothrings too ; Toskana 
And Tiefenbach remain here to protect thee. 
They love thee, and are faithful to their oath, 
And will fiEur rather fall in gallant contest 
Than leave their rightful leader, and their honour. 

Max, Rely on this, I either leave my life 
In the struggle, or conduct them out of Pilsen. 

Oct, Farewell, my son ! 

Max, Farewell ! 

Oct How? not one look 

Of filial love? No grasp of the hand at parting? 
It is a bloody war, to which we are going. 
And the event uncertain and in darkness. 
So us'd we not to part— it was not so ! 
Is it then true ? I have a son no longer ? 

[Max. fails into his arms, they hold each other 
for a long time in a speechless emhraccy then 
go awag at different sides, Tfte airtain 
drops. 
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A TRAOEDT, 



m FITS ACTC« 



FEBFAOB OF TBS TRANSLATOR. 

Turn two Dnmmh Twooyemtw, tv tlM inl part of Waubmstbim, 
Mid WALaMKWtmui, aw introdbMBd Hi tke crigiaBl BMUMMcript by m 
prdiidt im mm A«I, Mtfftltd WAU^iirruii'B Camp. This U writtea 
iDrhyiB0»MidinBiMBjlUU«vefw, ia the bmm it/Miir nMln (if 
that t rnf irn Kkm MBjr be pemitted) with the Meeod Rdogne of 
Sponeer'B 8k§p k et^9 Cmhmdtar* 

This Pgdade p qmbmh b lort of hnmi h— owr» ead i> not deflcicat 
ia ehexaeteri bat te hmve traaaleted it iate preee, or iato Bay other 
■Mtre thaathat of the erigiaal, woald have givea b fidae idea both of 
ka atyle aad poiporti to have tranalated it iato the aaaae aietre woold 
have beea JaneipatiMe with a futhfdl adhereaee to the aeaae of the 
Geraiaa, firom the eompentiTe porertj of oar laagaafe ia rhyaiea t 
aad it woaUl hate boea oaadviaBble from the iacoBgraily of thoae lax 
veraee with the preeeat taate of the Eagliah pablie. Sehiller'a iatea* 
tioa aeeoia te have beea BMrety to hare prepared bia reader for the 
Tragediea bj a lively pictare of the laxity of diaeipliae, aad the moti* 
WMM diapo^ioaa of WaUeaiteiB'a airfdiery. It ii aot neeeaaary aa a 
preliaiiaary explanation. For theae reaaona it haa been thought expe- 
dient aot to tranalate it. 

The adiairera of Schiller, who have abatraeted their idea of that 
aathor from The Robben, and The Cabal and Love, playa in which 
the main intereat ia produced by the excitement of curiotity, and in 
which the eorioai^ ia excited by terrible and extraordinary incident 
will aot have peruaed, without aome portion of diaappointment, the 
dramaa, which it haa been my employment to tranalate. They ahonld 
however, reflect that theee are hiatorical dramaa, taken from a popular 
Oermaa hiat<»yt that we mmat therefore judge of them in aome 
■uaaart with the feelinga of Oennana ; or by analogy, with the into- 
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rest excited In u by eimUar dnunu in oar own Ungnage. Few, 1 
trust, would be nwh or ignonmt enough to compare Schiller with 
Shakspeare ; yet, merely as illostration, I would aay that we should 
proceed to the perusal of WaUerutein, not from Lear or Othello, 
but from Richard the Second, or the three parU of Henry the Sisth. 
We scarcely expect rapidity in an historical drama t and many prolix 
speeches are psordoned from characters, whose names and actions have 
formed the most amusing tales of our early life. On the other hand, 
there exist in these plays more individual beauties, more passages, 
whose excdlence will bear reflection, than in the former productions 
of Schiller. The description of the astrological tower, and the reflec- 
tions of the young' lover, which follow it, form in the original a floe 
poem ; and my translation must hare been wretched indeed, if it can 
have wholly overclouded the beauties of the scene in the first aet of the 
first play, between Questenberg, Max. and Octavio Kccolimini. If 
we except the scene of the setting sun in The Robben, 1 know of no 
part in Schiller's plays which equals the whole of the first scene of 
the fifth act of the concluding play. It would be unbecoming in me 
to be more diffuse on this subject. A translator stands connected 
with the original author by a certain law of subordination, which 
makes it more decorous to point out exceUencies than defects ; indeed 
he is not likely to be a fur judge of rither. The pleasure or disgust 
from his own labour will mingle with the feelinga that arise from an 
afterview of the original. Even in the first perusal of a work in any 
foreign language which we understand, we are apt to attribute to it 
more excellence than it really possesses, firom our own pleasurable sense 
of difficulty overcome without effiBCt. Translation of poetry into 
poetry is difficult, because the translator must give a brilliancy to his 
language without that warmth of original conception, firom which such 
brilliancy would follow of its own accord. But the translator of a 
living author is incumbered with additional inconveniences. If he 
render hit original fsithfully, as to the sense of each passage, he must 
necessarily destroy a considerable portion of the epirit; if he endeav* 
our to give a work executed acdbrding to laws of compen»ation, he 
aubjects himself to imputations of vani^, or misrepresentation. I 
have thought it my duty to remain bound by the sense of my orifpnal, 
with as few exceptions aa the nature of the language rendered 
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ACT L 



Scene^A Chamber m the Houee of the Duo: 

FBTBPLAyPt 
SOBNB I. 

GouiTTESS Tbrtskt^ Thbrla, Ladt Kbwbrurk. 
\The two latter mi at the same table at work. 

Coun. (watching them from the oppomie tide) 
So you have nothing, nieee^ to ask me ? Nothing T 
I have been waiting for a word from yoo. 
And could you then endure in all this time 
Not once to speak his name ? 

\The1da remaining nlent, the Counteee rises 
and advances to her. 
Why, how comes this ? 
Perhaps I am dready grown superfluous, 
And other ways exist, besides through me? 
Confess it to me, Thekla ! have you seen him ? 
Thek, To-day and yesterday I have not seen him. 
Coun, And not heand from him either? Come, be 

open! 
Theh. No syllable. 

Coun, And still you are so calm? 

Thek, I am. 

Coun. May*t please you, leave us. Lady Neubninn ! 
lExit Lady Neubninn. 
z 2 
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SOBMB II. 

77i« CouNTBSs, Thbkla. 

CauH. It does not please me^ Princess 1 that he holds 
Himself so stiU, exactly at this time. 

ITiek. Exactly at this time ? 

Coun, He now knows all 

^Twere now the moment to declare himself. 

Thek. If I'm to understand you^ speak less darkly. 

Caun. ^Twas for that purpose that I bade her leave ns* 
Thekla, you are no more a child. Your heart 
Is now no more in nonage ; for you love 
And boldness dwells with loye — that you have prov'd. 
Your nature moulds itself upon your father's 
More than your mother's spirit. Therefore may yon 
Hear, what were too much for her fortitude. 

Thek, Enough ! no further preface, I intreat ymiy 
At once, out with it ! Be it what it may, 
It is not possible that it should torture me 
More than this introduction. What have you 
To say to me ? Tell me the whole, and briefly ! 

Coun, You'll not be firighten'd — 

Thek, Name it, I intreat you. 

Coun. It lies within your power to do your father 
A weighty service— 

Thek. Lies within im/ power ! 

Coun. Max. Piecolomini loves you. You can link 
him 
Indissolubly to your father. 

Thek. I? 

What need of me for that ? And it ha not 
AhreadyUnk'd to him? 

Coun, He was. 

Thek. And wherefim 

Should he not be so now— not be so always? 
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Caun. He deaves to the Emp'ror too. 

Thek. Not more than duty 

And honour may demand of him* 

Coun, We atk 

Proofs of his loye, and not prooft of hit honour. 
Duty and honour ! 

Those are ambiguous words with many meanuigs. 
You should interpret them for him : his loye 
Should be the sole definer of his honour. 

Thek. How? 

Caun. Th' Emperor or you must he renoanee. 

nek. He will accompany my father g^ly 
In his retirement. From himself you beard^ 
How much he wish'd to lay aside the sword. 

Coun. He must not lay the sword aside^ we mean ; 
He must unsheath it in your Cither's cause. 

Thek. He'll spend with gladness and alacrity 
His life, his heart's blood in my father's canse^ 
If shame or injury be intended him. 

Coun. You will not understand me. Well^ he* 
then! 
Your father has fSallen o£P from the Emperor, 
And is about to join the enemy 
With the whole soldiery — 

Thek. Alasy my mother! 

Coun. There needs a great example to draw on 
The army after him. The Piccolomini 
Possess Uie love and rererence of the troops ; 
They govern all opinions, and wherever 
They lead the way, none hesitate to follow ; 
The son secures the father to our interests — 
You've much in your hands at this moment 

Thek. Ah 

My miserable mother ! what a death-stroke 
Awaits thee ! — No ? She never will survive it. 
z 3 
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Coun. She will accommodate ber soul to thtt 
Which is and mast be. I do know your mother. 
The far-off future weighs upon ner neart 
With torture of anxiety ; but is it 
Unalterably, actually present, 
She Boons resigns herself, and bears it calmly. 

Thek. O my foreboding bosom ! Even now, 
£*en now 'tis here, that icy hand of horror! 
And my young hope lies shuddering in its grasp. 
I knew it well — no sooner had I enter'd 
A heavy, ominous presentiment 
ReveaPd to me, that spirits of death were hoVring 
Over my happy fortune. But why think I 
First of myself ? My mother ! O my mother 1 

Coun, Calm yourself! Break not out in vain la- 
menting I 
. Preserve you for your father the firm friend. 
And for yourself the lover ; all will yet 
Prove good and fortunate. 

Thek. ViOYe good? What good? 

Must we not part ? Part ne'er to meet again ? 

Coun. He parts not from you ! He cannot part 
from you. 

Thek. Alas for his sore anguish I It will rend 
His heart asunder. 

Coun, If indeed he love yon^ 

His resolution will be speedily taken. 

Thek. His resolution will be speedily taken — 
O do not doubt of that ! A resolution I 
Does there remain one to be taken t 

Coun, Hnsh I 

Collect yourself! I hear your mother coming. 

TTiek. How shall I bear to see her? 

Coun, Collect yoonelf. 
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SOBNB III. 

To them enter the Duohbss. 

Duch {to the Counieu). Who was here, oiter T I 
heard some one talking, 
And paasionatdy too. 

Coun, Nay ! There wai no one. 

Diich. I am grown to timorous, every trifling noito 
Scatters my spirits, and annobnces to me 
The footstep of some messenger of evil. 
And can you tell me, sister, what the event lit 
Will he agree to do Uie Emperor's pleasore, 
And send th' horse-regiments to the Cardinal ? 
Tell me, has he dismissed Von Qoettenberg 
With a ^Bivourable answer. 

Coun. No, he has not 

Duch, Alas I then all is lost ! I see it coming. 
The worst that can come ! Yes, they will depom him ; 
The acoorsed business of the Regensburg diet 
Will all be acted o'er again ! 

Coun, No! never! 

Make your heart easy, sister, as to that. 

{Thekla^ in extreme agUaiion, throws her$e^ 
upon her mother ^ and infolde her in her arms, 
weeping, 
Duch, Yes, my poor chOd ! 
Thou too hast lost a most affectionate godmother 
In th' empress. O that stem unbending man 1 
In this unhappy marriage what have I 
Not suffer'd, not endar'd. For ev*n at if 
I had been link'd on to some wheel of fitey 
That restless, ceaseless, whirls impetuous onward, 
I have past a life of frights and horrors with him. 
And ever to the brink of some abyss 
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With dizzy headlong Tiolence he whirls me. 

Nay, do not weep, my child ! Let not my sufferings 

Presignify unhappiness to thee, 

Nor blacken with their shade, the^a^e that waits thee. 

There lives no second Friedland : thou, my child, 

Hast not to fear thy mother's destiny. 

Thek, O let us supplicate him, dearest mother ! 
Quick I quick I here's no abiding-place for us. 
Here every coming hour broods into life 
Some new affrightful monster. 

DtLcTu • Thou wilt share 

An easier, otflmer lot, my child ! We too, 
I and thy father, witnessed happy days. 
Still think I with delight of those first years, 
When he was making progress with glad effort, 
When his ambition was a genial fire. 
Not th«t consuming^me which now it is. 
The Emperor lov^d him, trusted him ; and all 
He undertook, could not but be successful. 
But since that ill-starred day at Eegensburg, 
Which plung'd him headlong from his dignity, 
A gloomy uncompanionable spirit. 
Unsteady and suspicious, has possessed him. 
His quiet mind forsook him, and no longer 
Did he yield up himself in joy and faith 
To his old luck, and individual power ; 
But thenceforth tumM his heart and best affections 
All to those cloudy sciences, which never 
Have yet made happy him who followed them* 

Coun. You see it, sister I as your eyes permit you. 
But surely this is not the conversation 
To pass the time in which we are waiting for him. 
You know he will be soon here. Would you have 

him 
Find her m this condition ? 
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Ihidi, Come, my child ! 

Come, wipe away thy tears, and show thy father 
A cheerful countenance. See, the tie-knot here 
Is off-^this hair must not hang so disherell'd. 
Come, dearest ! dry thy tears up. They deform 
Thy gentle eye— well now — what was I saying? 
Tes, in good truth, this Piccolomini 
Is a most noble and deserving gentleman. 
Caun. That is he, uster I 

JTiekn (to the Covniem, with marks 0/ great ep^ 
presnon tfspbriti). 
Aunt, you will excuse me ? [Xi ffoing, 

Coun. But whither? See, your fitdier oomes. 
Theh, I cannot see him now. 
Coun, Kay, but bethink you. 

Theh. Believe me, I cannot sustain his presence. 
Coun, But he will mi» you, will ask after yon. 
Ihich, What now ? Why is she going ? 
Coun. She's net well. 

Vuch. {amxioudg). What alls, dwn, my beloved 
child? 
{Bothfdlhw the Prineest, amd endeawmr to de^ 
tain her. During this, WaSenstein appears^ 
engaged in eonversoHon tnth lUo, 

SCSNB IV. 

Wallbnstbin, Illo, Countess, Duchess, 
Thekla. 

TToZ. All quiet in the camp ? 

BJo. It is all quiet. 

Wal, In a few honn may couriers eome from 
r^^ue 
With tidings that this capital is ours. 
Then we may drop the mask, and to the troops 
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Assembled in this town, make known the i 
And its result together. In snch cases 
Example does the whole. Whoever is foremost 
Still leads the herd. An imitative creature 
Is man: The troops at Prague conceive no other , 
Than that the Pilsen army has gone through 
The forms of homage to us ; and in Pilsen 
They shall swear fealty to us, because 
The example has. been given them by Prague. 
Butler, you tell me, has declared himself. 

Illo. At his own bidding, unsolicited, 
He came to offer you himself and regiment. 

fVcU. I find we must not give implicit credence 
To every warning voice that makes itself 
Be listened to in th' heart. To hold us back, 
Oft does the lying spirit counterfeit 
The voice of truth and inward revelation. 
Scattering false oracles. And thus have I 
To intreat forgiveness, for that secretly 
I've wronged this honourable gallant man. 
This Butler : for a feeling, of the which 
I am not master (fear 1 would not call it). 
Creeps o'er me instantly, with sense of shudd'nDg, 
At his approach, and stops love's joyous motion. 
And this same man, against whom I am wam^d^ 
This honest man is he, who reaches to me 
The first pledge of my fortune. 

lUo. And doubt not 

That his example will win over to you 
The best men in the army. 

WcU, Go and send 

Isolani hitner. Send him immediately. 
He is under recent obligations to me. 
With him will I commence the trial. Go. 
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Wal. (ttimsMmselfrotmd to the females). liO, there 
the mother with the darling daoghter. 
For once we'll have an interval of rest — 
Come I my heart yearns to live a cloudless hoor 
In the beloved circle of my iamily. 

Caun, "Hs long since we've been thus together, 
brother. 

Wal. (to the Countess, aside). Can she sustain the 
news f Is she prepared f 

Coun. Not yet 

Wal. Come here, my sweet girl ! Seat thee by me. 
For there is a good spirit on thy lips. 
Thy mother prais'd to me thy ready skill : 
She says a voice of melody dwells in thee, 
Which doth enchant the sonL Now such a voice 
Will drive away for me the evil demon 
That beats his black wings dose above my head. 

Duch, Where is thy lute, my daughter ? Let thy 
fiither 
Hear some small trial of thy skill. 

TTieh. My mother! 

I- 

Duch. Trembling f Come, collect thyself. Go, cheer 
Thy father. 

TTtek, O my mother! I — I cannot. 

Coun. How, what is that, niece? 

Theh. (to the Countess). O spare me— sing— now— 
in this sore anxiety. 
Of the o'erburthen'd soul— to sing to Aim, 
Who is thrusting, even now, my mother headlong 
Into her grave. 

Duch. How, Thekla ? Humoursome f 

What ! shall thy fiither have ezpress'd a wish 
In vain? 

Coun. Here is the lute. 
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Thek. My God ! how can I — 

[TTie orchestra play$, Dtariny the ritomeJloy 
Thekta expresses^ in her gestures and counter 
nanccy the struggle of her feelings ^ and at the 
moment that she should begin to sing, contracts 
herself together, as one shuddering, throws the 
instrument doum, and retires abruptly, 

Duch, My child ! O she is iU— 

Wal. What ails the maiden ? 

Say, is she often so ? 

Coun. Since, then, herself 

Has now betray'd it, I too most no longer 
Conceal it 

Wal. What? 

Coun. • She loves him ! 

Wal. Loves him 1 Whom P 

Coun, Max. does she love 1 *Max. PiccolomiaL 
Hast thou ne'er noticed it ? Nor yet my sister ? 

Duch. Was it this that lay so heavy on her heart ? 
God's blessing on thee my sweet child ! Thou need's! 
Never take shame upon thee for thy choice. 

Coun. This journey, if 'twere not thy aim, ascribe it 
To thine own self* Thou should'st have chosen another 
To have attended her. 

Wal. And does he know it ? 

Coun. Tes, and he hopes to win her. 

Wal. Hopes to win her ! 

Is the boy mad ? 

Coun. Well— hear it from themselves. 

Wal. He thinks to carry off Duke Friedland'» 
daughter ! 
Ay T—The thought pleases me. 
The young man has no grovelling spirit 

Coun. Since 

Such and such constant favour you have shown him* 
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Wal. He chooses finally to be jny heir. 
And true it is, I love the youth ; yea, honour hin. 
But must he, therefore, be ray daughter's husband t 
Is it daughters only ? Is it only children 
That we must show our fityour by 7 
DticA. His noble disposition and his manner^- 
Wal, Win him my heart, but not my daughter. 
Duch. Then 

His rank, his ancestors— 

Wal. Ancestors! What? 

He is a subject ; and my son-in-law 
I will seek out upon the thrones of Europe. 

Duch. O dearest Albredit I Climb we not too high, 
Lest we should fidl too low. 

Wal What? have I paid 

A price so heavy to ascend this eminenoe, 
And jut out high above the common herd. 
Only to close the mighty part I play 
In life's great drama, with a common kinsman ? 
Have I for this — 

[Stops suddenly^ represtmg himself. 
She is the only thing 
That will remain behind of me on earth ; 
And I will see a crown around her head, 
Or die in the attempt to place it there. 
I hazard all — all ! and for this alone, 
To lift her into greatness- 
Yea, in this moment, in the which we are speaking — 

[He recollects kimeelf. 
And I must now, like a soft-hearted father. 
Couple together in good peasant fieishion 
The pair, that chance to suit each other's liking — 
And I must do it now, even now, when I 
Am stretehing out the wreath, that is to twine 
Hy full accomplish'd work — no I she is the jewel 
▲ J 
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Which I have treasur'd long, my last, my nobles^ 
And 'tis my purpose not to let her firom me 
For less than a king's sceptre. 

Jhich. O my hasband ! 

You're ever building, building to the clouds, 
Still building higher, and still higher building. 
And ne'er reflect, that the poor narrow basis 
Cannot sustain the giddy tottering column. 

Wal. (to the Countess), Have you anhounc'd ^ 
place of residence 
Which I have destin'd for her? 

Coun. No! not yet 

'Twere better you yourself disclo8*d it to her. 

Buck, How ? Do we not return to Kara then ? 

WaL No. 

Dtick. And to no other of your lands or seats ? 

Wal. Tou would not be secure there- 

Dttch, Not secure 

In the Emperor's realmi , beneath the Emperor's 
Protection ? 

Wal. Friedknd'e wife may be permitted 

No longer to hope tJiai, 

Duck. O God in heaven ! 

And have you brought it even to this ? 

WaJ. ^" Holland 

You'll find protection. 

Duck. In a Lutheran country ? 

What ? And you send as into Lutheran countries? 

Wal. Duke Franz, of Lauenberg, conducts you 
thither. 

Duck. Duke Franz, of Lauenburg? 
The ally of Sweden, the Emperor's enemy. 

Wal. The Emperor's enemies are mine im> longer. 

Duck, {casting a look of terror on tht Thike and 
the Countess). 
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Is it theft true ? It is. You are degraded ? 
Depos'd from the command f O Qod in heayen t 
Coitn. (ottdetotheDuke). Leave her in this bedeC 
Thou sees! she cannot 
Support the real truth. 

soEKB y. 

To them enter CoTmT Tbbtskt. 

Cam, — Tertsky! 

What ails him ? What an image of affright 1 
He looks as he had seen a ghost 

Ter. (leading WaUenstein aside). Is it thy com- 
mand that all the Croats — 

Wal. Mme ! 

Ter, We are betray'd. 

WaL What? 

Ter. They are off! This night 

The Jagers likewise — all the villages 
In the whole round are empty. 

Wal. Isolani? 

Ter, Him thou hast sent away. Tes, surely. 

Wal. I? 

Ter. No! Hast thou not sent him off? NorDeodate? 
They are vanish'd both of them. 

SCBNB VI. 

To them enter Illo. 

lUo. Has Tertsky toM thee? 

Ter. He knows all. 

lOo. And likewise 

That Esterhatzy, Goetz, Maradas^ Kaunita, 
Kolatto^ Palfi, have forsaken thee. 

Ter. Damnation! 

Wal. (winhs to them). Hush! 

AA 2 
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Coun, {who has been watddng them anxionBly from 
the distance, and now adsamees to them). 
Tertsky ! Heaven ! Wkat is it ? What has happened? 
Wal. (scarce^ suppressing his emotkms). Nothing! 

Let OS be gone 1 
Ter, {following him). Theresa, it is nothing. 
Coun. {holding him bach). Nothing? Do I not 
see, that all the life Mood 
Has left your cheek»— look you not like a ghost? 
That even my brother but affects a calmness ? 
Page, {enters). An Aid-de-camp inquires for thf 
Count Tertsky. 

ITertshy foUows the Page. 
Wial. Go, hear his business. 

ITo Eh. 
This could not have happ^ed 
So unsuspected without mutiny. 
Who was on guard at the gates ? 
lUo. >Twas Tiefenbach. 

Wdl. Let Tiefenbach leave guard without delay. 
And Tertsky's grenadiers relieve him. 

[IHo is going. 
Stop! 
Hast thou heard aught of Butler ? 

Illo. Him I met. 

He will be here himself immediately. 
Butler remains unshaken. 

[lUo exit, WaUenstein isfoUouAng Ivm. 
Coun. Let him not kave thee, sister! go, detain 
him I 
There's some misfortune. 
Duch. {clinging to him). Gracious heavra! WlMt 

is it? 
WaiL Be tranquil ! leave me, sister 1 (karett wife! 
We are in camp, and this is nought onosaal ; 
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Here storm and sanshine foHow one another 
With rapid interchanges. These fierce spirits 
Champ the curb angriiy, and never yet 
Did quiet bless the temi^es of the leader. 
If I am to stay, go yov. The plaints of women 
111 suit the scene where men most act 

[He iff going f Teri$hf returns* 

Ter. Bemain here. From this window most we 
see it 

WaL (to the Countess). Sister, retire I 

Cotin. No-Hnerer. 

JVaL TiB my will. 

Ter. (leads the Countess aside^ and drawing her 
attention to the Duchess), 
Theresa ! 

Jhuh. Sister, come ! since he commands it 

SOBNB VII. 

Wallenstbin, Tbrtskt. 

WaL (stepping to the window). What now, then ? 
Ter, There are strange movements among all the 
troops. 
And no one knows the cause. Mysteriously, 
With gloomy silence, the several corps 
Marshal themselves, each under its own banners. 
Tiefenbach's corps make threatening movements ; only 
The Pappenheimers still remain aloof 
In their own quarters, and let no one enter. 
WaL Does Piccolomini appear among them ? 
Ter. We are seeking him: he is nowhere to be met 

with. 
WaL What did the Aid -de-camp deliver to you? 
Ter. My regiments had despatch'd him ; yet once 
more 

▲ A 8 
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Tliey swear fidelity to tbee, and wait 

Tbe shoat for onset, all prepared, and tnget 

Wtil But whence arose this lamm in the otaap f 
It should have been kept secret from the armj, 
Till fortune had decided for us at Prague. 

Ter, O that thou hadstbeHey'd me 1 Tester evening 
Did we conjure thee not to let that skulker. 
That fox, Octavio, pass the gates of Piben. 
Thou gav'st him thy own horses to flee from thee. 

Wal. The old tune still ! Now, once foir all, no 
more 
Of this suspicion — ^it is doting folly. 

Ter, Thou did^t confide in Isdani too^ 
And lo ! he was the firsf that did desert fhee. 

WaL It was but yest^ay I rescued him 
From abject wretchedness. Let that go by. 
I never reckon'd yet on gratitude. 
And wherein doth he wrong in going from me ? 
He follows still the god whom fdl his life 
He has worshipp'd at the gaming table. With 
My fortune, and my seeming destiny. 
He made the bond, and broke it not with me. 
I am but the ship in wliich hb hopes were stow'd. 
And with the which well pleas'd and confident 
He traversM the open sea ; now he beholds it 
In imminent jeopardy among the coast-rocks, 
And hurries to preserte his wares. As light 
As the free bird from the hospitable twig 
Where it had nested, he flies off from me : 
No human tie is snapped betwixt us two. 
Yea, he deserves to find himself deceived, 
Who seeks a heart in the unthinking man. 
Like shadows on a stream, the forms of life 
Impress their characters on the smooth forehead* 
Nought sinks into the bosom's silent depth : 
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Quick sensibility of pftin and pkwaro 
Moves the ligiit fluids ligfaUy ; bat no teal 
Wannetii tbe iMier fimne. 

Ter. Yet would I mAer 

Trust the smooth Wow than Aal deep fbffowM one. 

SOBHB VIII. 
Wallbnstbin, Tbrtskt, Illo* 

rUo. (who tnten agitated wHk wffe). Tf aa n n and 
HHitiny ! 

Ter, And wlwt further Mfw? 

lUo, Tiefenbaoh's soldien, when I gare the ofders 
To Ko off guard — Mutinous viUains ! 

Ter. WeU? 

Wal. What followed? 

lUo. They refus'd obedienoe to 4hem. 

Ter. Fire on Ihem inetantly 1 Give ont the order. 

WaL QexkHjl What cause did they assfiga ? 

lUo. No oHmt, 

They said, had right to issue orders but 
Iiientenant-Gtoewd Pieoolomim. 

Wai. (in a canmMan &f aganjf). What? Howls 
that? 

lUo. He takes that oflioe on hin by eottmisdony 
Under sign-nianual of the Emperor. 

Thr. From th' Bmperor— hear^et &oa, Duke? 

lUo. At his i n ci tem ent 

The Generals made that Wealthy flight— 

Ter. Duke I hea^st thou? 

lUo. Oarafla, too, and Montecuculi, 
Are missing with six other Generals, 
All whom he had induc'd to follow him. 
This plot he has long had in writing by him 
From the Emperor ; but 'twas finally conduded, 
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With an the detul of the operation. 

Some days ago with the Envoy Questenberg. 

[WaSetutein sinks down into a chairs and cover* 
hisfaee. 
Xer. O hadit thou but believed me ! 

SOBNB IX. 
To them enter the Countess. 

Coun. This suspense, 

This honid fear — I can no longer bear it 
For heaven's sake, tell me, what has taken place. 
' Olo. The regiments are all falling off from us. 

Ter. Octavio Piccolomini is a traitor. 

Coun. O my foreboding! (rushes out of the room). 

Ter. Had'st thou but believed me ! 

Now seest thou how the stars have lied to thee. 

Wtd. The stars lie not ; but we have here a work 
Wrought counter to the stars and destiny. 
The science is still honest : this &lse heart 
Forces a lie on the truth-telling heaven. 
On a divine law divination rests ; 
Where Nature deviates from that law, and stumbles 
Out of her limits, there all science errs . 
True, I did not suspect I Where it superstition 
Never by such suspicion t' have affronted 
The human form, O may that time ne'er, come 
In which I shame me of th' infirmity. 
The wildest savage drinks not with the victim, 
Into whose breast he means to plunge the sword. 
This, this, Octavio, was no hero's deed : 
'Twas not thy prudence that did conquer mme ; 
A bad heart trtumph'd o'er an honest one. 
No shield received the assassin stroke ; thoa plunges! 
Thy weapon on an unprotected breast— 
Against such weapons I am but a child. 
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SOBNB X. 

To these enter Butlbr, 

Tet. (meeting him). O look there ! Butler ! Heie 
we're still a friead ! 

Wai, (meets him wkh outspread arme, amde mb raee s 
him with warmth). Come to ay lietrt, old 
eomrade! Nottbetun 
Looks out upon us more reviviBgly 
In the earliest montii of spring, 
Than a friend's countenance in such an hour, 

But. My Gea^nd ! I oome — 

Wal. (leaning on Builer^s shoulder). Know'st 

thou already 
That old man has betrayed me la dia fimpttor. 
What say'st thou ? Thirty years have we together 
Liv'd out, and held oat, flhanog joy and hardship. 
We have slept ia one earap*bed, drank from one gian^ 
One morsel shar'd ! I lean'd myself on Aim, 
As now I lean me oo thj^ iuthfal shoulder. 
And now in the very moment, when, all love. 
All confidence, my bosom beat to Ins, 
He sees and takes the advantage, stabs the knifii 
Slowly into my heart 

[He hides Msfkce in BuUer^s breast. 

But. Forget the fiftlse one. 

What is your present purpose? 

Wal. WeU remembcr'd ! 

Courage, myaoul! I am still rieh ia friends, 
Still lov'd by destiny ; for in the moment, 
That it Mwasks the plotting hypocrite. 
It sends and proves to me one faithful heart 
Of the hypocrite no more ! Think aot. Us low 
Was that which struck the pang: O no I his Ireessn 
Is that which strikes ^is pang I No more of him t 
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Dear to ;ny heart, and honoured were they hoth. 
And the young man — yes — he did truly love me. 
He— he— has not deceiv'd me. But enough, 
Enough of this — Swift counsel now beseems us. 
The courier, whom Count Kinsky sent from Prague, 
I expect him every moment : and whatever 
He may bring with him, we must take good care 
To keep it from the mutineers. Quick, then ! 
Despatch some messenger you can rely on 
To meet him^ and conduct him to me. 

l^rUo is goinff* 

But, {detaining km). My General, whom expect 
youthen? 

Wal. The courier 

Who brings me word of the event at Prague. 

But, (hesitating) Hem! 

Wa2, And what now ? 

But. You do not know it? 

Wal. WeU ? 

But. From what that larum in the camp arose ? 

Wal From what? 

But. That courier — 

Wal. (unih eager expectation). Well; 

But. Is already here. 

T6r. and lUo. {at the same time). Already here ? 

Wal. My courier ? 

But. For some hours. 

Wal. And I not know it? 

But. The sentinek detain him 

In custody. 

lUo. {stamping with Ms foot). Damnation ! 

But. And his letter 

Was broken open, and is circulated 
Through the whole camp. 

WaL You know what it contains ? 
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Btft. Qnestioii me not ! 

Ter> Illo! ftlasforns! 

WaL Hide nothing from me — I can hetr the wont, 
Pragoe then is lost -It is. Confess it freely. 

But. Tes! Prague is lost And all the seven! regi- 
ments 
At Bndweiss, Tabor, Brannaa, Konlgingiati* 
At Bmn, and Zanaym, hare forsaken yon. 
And ta'en the oaths of fealty anew 
To the Emperor. Yourself with Kinsky, Tertsky, 
And nio have been senteno'd. 

[Tertshf and lUo exprtneM alarm and fitry. 
Wailnutein remains firm and collected, 

WaL 'Tis decided ! 

'Tis well ! I have receiv'd a sudden cure 
From all the pangs of doubt : with steady stream 
Once more my life-blood flows ! My soul's secure ! 
In the night only Friedland's stars can beam. 
Lingering, irresolute, with fitful fears 
I drew the sword— 'twas with an inward strife, 
While yet the choice was mine. The mud'rous knife 
Is lifted for my heart! Doubt disappears ; 
I fight now for my head and for my life. 

I Exit WaUenateiUj the others foUaw him 



SCBNB XI. • 
CouNTBSS Tbrtskt, (enters from a side room.) 

Coun. I can endure no longer. No I 

[looks around her* 
Where are they 7 
No one is here. They leave me all alone, 
Alone in this sore anguish of suspense. 
And I must wear the outward show of calmnew 
Before my sister, and shut in within me 
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The ptngs and agonies of my crowded bosom 
It b not to be bome.— If all should iail ; 
If— if he most go ov^r to the Swedes, 
An empty-handed fogttive, andtiot 
As an ally, a eoytnanted eqnal, 
A proud commander, with his army following ; 
If we must wander on from land to land, 
Like the Coont Palatine, of fallen greatness 
An ignominious monument — But no I 
That day I will not see ! And oonld himself 
Endure to sink so low, I would not bear 
To see him low sunken. 

SOBITB XII. 
COITNTBSS, DUOHBSS, ThEKLA. 

Tkeh. (endeavouring to hold hack the Duckesi). 
Bear mother, do stay here ! 

Ihich. No! Here is yet 

Some frigbtfbl mystery that is bidden from me. 
Why does my rister shun me ? Don't I see her 
Full of suspense and anguish roam about 
From room to room? — ^Art thou not full of terror? 
And what import these silent nods and gestures 
Which stealth wise thou exchangest with her? 

Thek. Nothing; 

Nothing, dear mother! 

Duch, {to the Countess). Sister, 1 will know. 

Coun. What boots it now to hide it from her? 
Sooner 
Or later she must learn to hear and bear it 
'Tis not the time now to indulge infirmity ; 
Courage beseems us now, a heart collect, 
And exercise and previous discipline 
Of fortitude. One word, and over with it I 
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Skter^ yoa are deluded. Yoa believe. 

The Duke has beea depoe'd— The Duke ii aot 

Depos'd — he is 

TTtek. (going to thM ComUest). What? d» yov 
wish to kill her ? 

Coun. The Duke is 



Tfiek (throwing her amu around her mother), 
O stand firm ! stand firm, my mother ! 

Coun. Revolted is the DAe, he is preparing 
To join the enemy ; the army leave him. 
And aU has failM. 

[During theee words the Duchees tottere^ and 
foUh in a ftdntmg-fit itdo the arms of her 
daughter. While Thekia is caUmg for help^ 
the curtain drops. 
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ACT. II. 

Scene— A spacious room m the Duks of FmiBJO- 
land's Palacb. 

SCBNB I. 

Wai* (in armour). Thou hast gained thy poin^ 
Octavio ; Onee more am I 
Almost as firiendlcss as at Hegeasburg ; 
There I had nodung left me, but mysdf— 
Bat what one man can do, yoa have now ezperienoe. 
The twigs have you hew'd off, and here I stand 
A leafless trunk. But in the sap witUn 
lives the creating po^nrer, and a new world 
May sprout forth from it. Once already have I 
Prov'd myself worth an army to yon — I alone ! 
Before the Swedish strength your troops had melted | 
Beside the Lech sunk Tilly, your last hope ; 

B B 
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Into Btyariay like a winter torrent. 

Bid that Gastayus pour, and at Vienna 

In his own palace did the Emperor tremble. 

Soldiers were scarce, for still Uie multitude 

Follow the luck: all eyes were tum'd on me, 

Their helper in distress: the Emperor's pride 

Bow'd itself down before the man he had injured. 

Twas I must rise, and with creative word 

Assemble forces in the desolate camps. 

I did it Like a god of war, my name 

Went thro' the world. The drum was beat — and, lo! 

The plough, the work-shop is forsaken, all 

Swarm to the old familiar, long«loy'd banners ; 

And as the wood-choir rich in melody 

Assemble quick around the bird of wonder. 

When first his throat swells with his magic song. 

So did the warlike youth of Germany 

Crowd in, around the image of my eagle. 

I fed myself the being that I was. 

It is the soul that builds itself a body ; 

And Friedland's camp will not remain unfill'd. 

Lead then your thousands out to meet me— true ! 

They are accustom'd under me to conquer. 

But not against me. If the head and limbs 

Separate from each other, 'twill be soon 

Made manifest, in which the soul abode, 

ISlo and T^shf enter. 
Courage, friends! Courage! We are still unyan* 

quish'd; 
I feel my footing firm ; five regiments, Tertsky, 
Are still our own, and Butler's gaUant troops ; 
And a host of rixteen thousand Swedes to-morrow. 
I was not stronger, when nine years ago 
I march'd forth, with glad heart and high of hope^ 
To conquer Gennany for the Emperor. 
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SOBNB 11. 

Wallbnstbin, Illo, Tbrtskt. (7*0 them enter 
NsuMANNyfT^ leadf Tbbtskt a«u2e, and tulke 
wUhhim). 

Ter. What do they want ? 

Wdl What now? 

Ter. Ten Ccurasrien 

From Pappenheim request leave to address yon 
In the name of the reg^ent. 

Wal. (hastify, to Neumann). Let them enter. 

[Exit Neumann. 
This 
May end in something. Mark yon. They are still 
Doubtfal, and may be won. 

sobkb iii. 
Wallenstbin, Tbrtskt, Illo, Tbn Cuibassibbs^ 
(led by an Anspessabb,^ march up and arrange 
themselveSf after the word of command^ in one front 
before the Duke^ and maJte their obeisance. He 
takes his hat offy and vmmediatdy covers himself 
again,) 

Ans. Halt! Front! Present! 
WaL (after Tie has run through them with fas ejfCj 
to the Anspessade). I know thee well. Thou 
fyrt out of Briiggin in Flanders : 
Thy name is Mercy. 
Ans. Henry Mercy. 

Wdl Thou wert cut off on the march^ surrounded 
by the Hessians, and didst fight thy way with a hun- 
dred and eighty men thro' their thousand. 

* AntpesMde, in Gemum, Oefreiter, a loldier inferior to a eor- 
poni. Vat mboTO the sentinels. The Oemutn name implies that he ie 
otempt from moontinf guard. 

b b2 
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Am. 'Twas even so. General ! 

WaL What reward hadst thou for this gallant ex- 
ploit? 

Afu. That which I ask'd for : the honour to serve 
in this corps. 

WaL (turning to a tecond). Thou wert loaong the 
volunteers that seized and made booty of the Swedish 
battery at Altenbnrg. 

Second Cuir. Yes, General! 

Wal, I forget no one with whom I have exchanged 
words. (A pome). Who sends you ? 

Ans, Tonr noble xegiment, the Cuirassiers of Piceo- 
lomini. 

WaJ. Why does not your Colonel deliver in your re- 
qnest, according to the custom of service 7 

Am. Because we would first know whom we serve. 

WaL Begin your address. 

jim. (gimng the word of command). Shoulder your 
armsl 

WaL {turning to a third). Thy name is Risbeck ; 
Cologne is thy birth-place. 

TTiird Ctdr. Rbbeck of Cologne. 

Wal. It was thou that broughtest in the Swedish 
Colonel, Diebald, prisoner, in the camp at Niirenberg. 

TTurd Ctdr, It was not I, General ! 

Wed. Perfectly right! It was thy elder brother, 
thou hadst a younger brother too : Where did he stay ? 

TTurd Ctdr. He is stationed at Olmiitz with the Im- 
perial army. 

Wal. (to the Ampessade). Now then— begin. 

Am. There came to hand a letter from the Empcrot 
Commanding us 

WaL (interrupting him). Who chose you ? 

Am. Every company 

Drew its own man by lot. 
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WaX. Now I to the ImsineM. 

Am, There came to hand a letter from the Emperor 
Commanding us collectivelyy from thee 
All duties of obedience to withdraw. 
Because thou wert an enemy and traitor. 

WaX, And what did you determine ? 

Am, All oar oomiadet 

At BraunnaUy Budweiss, Prag^Ci and Olmiitiy have 
ObeyM already, and the regiltaenti here, 
Tiefenbach and Toscano, instantly 
Did follow their example. But— but we 
Do not belieye that thou art an enemy 
And traitor to thy country, hold it merely 
For lie and trick, and a trump'd up Spanish story ! 

[FRMtoomi/A. 
Thyself shalt tell us what thy purpose is, 
For we haye found thee still sincere and true: 
No mouth shall interpose itself betwixt 
The gallant General and the gallant troops. 

Wal, Therein I recognize my Pappenheimers. 

Ans, And this proposal makes thy regiment to thee: 
Is it thy purpose merely to preserve 
In thy own hands thb military sceptre, 
Which so becomes thee, which the Emperor 
Made over to thee by a covenant ; 
Is it thy purpose merely to remain 
Supreme commander of the Austrian armies ; 
We will stimd by thee. General ! and guarantee 
Thy honest rights against all opposition. 
And should it chance, that all the other regiments 
Turn from thee, by ourselves will we stand forth 
Thy faithful soldiers, and, as is our duty. 
Far rather let ourselves be cut to pieces, 
Than suffer thee to fall. But if it be 
As the Emperor's letter says, if it be tme^ 
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That tbov in trmif roui wise wilt lead us over 
To the enemy, whieh God in heaven forbid 1 
Then we too wiU forsake thee, and obey 
That letter 

WaL Hear ■«, ehildten S 

Am. Tes, or ao ! 

There needs no other answer. 

Wal TieM attenti^m. 

You're men of sense, examine for yourselves; 
Yc think, and do not follow with the herd: 
And therefore have I always shown yon honour 
Above all others ; suffered you to reason ; 
Have treated you as free men, and my orders 
Were but the echoes of your prior suffrage. — 

Ans, Most foir and noble has thy conduct been 
To us, my General ! With thy confidence 
Thou hiast honoured us, and shown us grace and favour 
Beyond all other raiments ; and thou see'st 
We follow not the common herd. We will 
Stand by thee faithfully. Speak but one word— 
Thy word shall satisfy us, that it is not # 
A treason which thou meditatest — that 
Thou meanest not to lead the army over 
To the enemy; nor e'er betray thy country. 

Wa2, Me, me, are they betraying. Th' Emperor 
Hath sacrificed me to my enemies ; 
And I must foil, unless my gallant troops 
Will rescue me. See ! I confide in you. 
And be your hearts my strong hold ! At this breast 
The aim is taken, at this hoary head. 
This is your Spanish gratitude, this is our 
Requital for that murderous fight at Liitzen ! 
For this we threw the naked breast against 
The halbert, made for this the frozen earth 
Our bed, and the hard stone our pillow ! never stream 
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Too rapid for us, no wood too impervious ; 
Witn cbeerfbl spirit we pursued that Mansfidd 
Through all the turns and windings of his flight ; 
Tea, our whole lifle was but one restless inarch ; 
And homekssy as tiie stirring wind, we traiT«lFd 
O'er the war-wasted earth. And now, even now. 
That we have well nigh finish'd the hard toil. 
The unthankful, the curse-laden toil of weapons^ 
With faithful indefatigable arm 
Have roUed the heavy war-load up the bill, 
Behold ! this boy of the Emperor's bears awmj 
The honours of die peace, an easy prixe ! 
He'll weave, forsootii, into hb flajcen locks 
The olive-branch, the bard-eam'd ornament 
Of this grey head, grown grey beneath the hdmet. 
Ans. That shaU he not, while we can hinder it ! 
No one, but thou, who hast conducted it 
Witn fame, shall end this war, this frightful war ! 
Thou led'st us out into the bloody field 
Of death, thou, and no othar shall conduct lis home 
Rejoicing to the lovely plains of peace— 
Shalt share with us the fruits of the long tofl.— 
Wal. What ? Think you then at length in late old 
age 
To enjoy the fruits of toil ? Believe it not 
Never, no never, will you see the end 
Of the contest ! you and me, and all of ns, 
This war will swallow up ! War, war, not peace. 
Is Austria's wish ; and therefore, because I 
Endeavour'd after peace, therefore I fidL 
For what cares- Austria, how long the war 
Wears out the armies and lays waste the wiMrld ? 
She will but wax and grow amid the ruin. 
And still win new domains. 
[The Cuiramer$ express amotion ty their gestures. 
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Ye're mov'd— I sea 
A Doble rage flash from your eyes, ye warriors I 
Ob that my spirit might possess you now^ 
Daring as once it led you to the battle ! 
Ye would stand by me with your veteran arms^ 
Protect me in my rights ; and this is noble ! 
But think not that you can accomplish it. 
Your scanty number ! to no purpose will yon 
Have sacrificed you for your GeneraL 



No ! let us tread securely, seek for friends ; 
The Swedes have proffered us assistttnce, let us 
Wear for a while the appearance of good will, 
And use them for your profit, till we both 
Carry the fttte of Europe in our hands, 
And from our camp to the glad jubilant world 
Lead peace forth with the garland on her head ! 

Ans, 'Tis then but mere appearances which thou 
Dost put on with the Swede ? Thou'lt not betray 
The Empeitor ? Wilt not turn us into Swedes ? 
This is the only thing which we desire 
To learn from thee. 

fVal What care I for the Swedes! 

I hate them as I hate the pit of hell, 
And, under Providence, I trust right soon 
To chase them to their homes across the Baltic. 
My cares are only for the whole : I have 
A heart^it bleeds within me for the miseries 
And piteous groaning of my fellow Germans. 
Ye are but common men, but yet ye think 
With minds not common ; ye appear to me 
Worthy before all others, that I whisper ye 
A little word or two in confidence I 
See now ! already for full fifteen years 
The war-torch has continued burning, yel 



THB DBATH OF WALLXlliTBXH. 



985 



19 o rest, no pause of conflict. Swede and Qtrmuk 1 

Papist and Latheran ! neither will give way 

To the oUier, every hand 's against the other. 

Each one is party and no one a jadge. 

Where shall this end 7 Where 's he that wiU ummvel 

This tangle, ever tanglmg more and more. 

ft must be cut asunder. 

I feel that I am the man of destiny, 

And trust, with your assistance, to accomplish it 



SOBNB IV. 

To these enter Butlbr. 

But. {passionately). General ! This is not right ! 
Wal. What is not right? 

But. It must needs injure us with all honest men. 
Wal, But what? 

But It is an open proclamation 

Of insurrection. 
Wal. Well, well— but what is it ? 

But. Count Tertsky's regiments tear the Imperial 
Eagle' 
From off the banners, and instead of it. 
Have rear'd aloft thy arms. 
Arts, {abruptly to the Cuirassiers). Right about! 

March! 
Wal. Curs'd be this counsel, and accurs'd who gave it 1 
\To the Cuirassiers, who are retiring. 
Halt, children, halt. There 's some mistake in this ! 
Hark ! — I will punish it severely. Stop ! 
They do not hear. {To Hlo.) Go after them, assure 

them, 
And bring them back to me, cost what it may. 

[lUo hwrries c*U. 
This hurls us headlong. Butler I Butler t 
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Yoa are my evil genius, wherefore must yoa 

Announce it in their presence ? It was all 

In a fiur way. They were half won, those madmen 

With their improvident oyer-readiness— 

A cruel game is fortune playing with me. 

The zeal of friends it is that razes me. 

And not the hate of enemies. 



SOBNB V. 

To these enter the Duohbss, who rushes into the 
ChambeTj Thbkla and the Covvtebs follow her. 

Dueh. OAlbrechtl 

What hast thou done? 

Wdl. And now comes ibis beside. 

Coun. Forgive me, brother I It was not in my power. 
They know all. 
Duch, What hast thou done ? 

Coun, (to Tertshjf). Is there no hope ? Is aU lost 

utterly ? 
Ter. All lost. No hope. Prague in the Emperor's 
hands. 
The soldiery have ta'en their oaths anew. 

Coun, That lurking hypocrite, Octavio ! 
Count Max. is off too ? 

Ter. Where can A« be ? He's 

Gone over to the Emperor with his father. 

[Thehla rushes out into the arms of her mother, 
hiding herfojce in her bosom, 
Duch, {infolding her in her arms). Unhappy child '■ 

and more unhappy mother ! 
Wal. (aside to Tertsky). Quick 1 Let a carriage 
stand in readiness 
In the court behind the palace. ScherfenU^rg 
Be their attendant \ he is faithful to us ; 
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To Egra he'll conduct them, and we follow. 

[To lOo, who rettarm. 
Tboa hast not brought them back ? 

lUo, Hear'Bt thoa the nproar ? 

The whole corps of the Pappenheimeis i» 
Drawn out : the younger Piccolominiy 
Their Colonel, they require ; for they affirm. 
That he Is in the palace here, a prisoner ; 
And if thou dost not instantly deliyer him. 
They will find means to free him with the sword. 

[AU stand amazed. 

Ter. What shall we make of this ? 

Wal Said I not so? 

my prophetic heart ! he is still here. 

He has not betray'd me— he could not betray me. 

1 never doubted of it. 

Coun. If he be 

Still here, then all goes well ; for I know what 

[Embracing Tkekla. 
Will keep him here far ever. 

Ter. It can't be. 

Hb fttther has betray'd us, is gone over 
To the Emperor — the son could not haye yentur'd 
To stay behind. 

Thek. (her eye fixed on the door). There he is! 

SCBNB VII. 

To these enter Max. Pigcolomini. 

Max, Tes ! here he is I I can endure no longer 
To creep on tip-toe round this house, and lurk 
In ambush for a favourable moment. 
This loitering, this suspense exceeds my powers. 

[Advancing to TTiehla, who has thrown herself 
into her mother's arms. 
Turn ngt thine eyes away. O look upon me ! 
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Confess it freely before alL Keu* no one. 
Let who will hear that we both love each other. 
Wherefore continue to conceal it ? Secrecy 
Is for the happy — misory, hopeless misery, 
Needeth no veil ! Beneath a thoosaad snns 
It dares act q>enly. 

[JJe ohaervu the Countess looking an Tkekla wUh 
expressions of triumph. 

No, Lady! No. 
Expect not| hope it not I am not oome 
To stay : to bid farewell, farewell for ever, 
For this I come ! 'Tis over ! I must kave thee ! 
Thekla, I must — must leave thee ! Yet thy hatred 
Let me not take with me. I pray thee, grant me 
One look of sympathy, only one look. 
Say that thou dost not hate roe. Say it to me, Thekk t 

[Grasps her hand. 

God ! I cannot leave this spot — I cannot, 
Cannot let go this hand. O tell me, Thekla ! 
That thou dost suffer with me, art convinced 
That I cannot act otherwise. 

[TheKUiy avoiding his look, points vnth her lumd 
to her father. Max. turns round to the Wuke, 
whom he had not tiU then perceioed. 
Thou here 7 It was not thou, whom hare I sought. 

1 trusted never more to have beheld thee. 
My business is with her alone. Here will I 
Receive a full acquittal from this heart — 
For any other I am no more concem'd. 

fVal Think'st thou, that foolrlike, I shall let thee go. 
And act the mock magnanimous with thee ? 
Thy father is become a villain to me ; 
I hold thee for his son, and nothing more ; 
Nor to no purpose shalt thou have been given 
^nto my power. Think not, that I will honour 



THB BBATH OF WALLSMBTBIIC. SQt 

TLaf ancient love, wbicli so remofseleMUy 
He mangled. They are now past by, tbose ikomn 
Of Mendship and forgiveness. Hate and vengcaoee 
Succeed — ^'tis now their torn — I, too, can throw 
All feelings of the man aside— can prove 
Myself as much a monster as thy fiither ! 
Max. (cabnkf). Thon wilt proceed wi& me as thou 
hast power. 
Thon know'st, 1 neither brave nor fear thy rage. 
What hast detain'd me here, that, too, thon know'at. 
[liikmg J^kla by the band. 
See, Duke ! All — all would I have owed to tfaee^ 
Would have receivM from thy paternal hand. 
The lot of blessed spirits. This hast thoa 
Laid waste for ever— that concerns not thee. 
Indifferent thou tramplest in the dust 
Their happiness, who most are thme. The god 
Whom thou dost serve, is no benignant deity. 
Like as the bUnd, irreconcileable, 
Fierce element, incapable of compact. 
Thy heart's wild impulse only dost thou follow.^ 



* I have here TeDtored to omit a coneideraUe number of lines. X 
fear that I «hoiUd not hare done anuM, had I taken thia libertj mora 
frequently. It is, howerer, incumbent on me to giro the original* 
with a literal translation :— 

Weh denen dieanf Dieh Tertrann, an Dieh 

Die aichrt Hatte ihres GlOckes lehnen. 

Qeloekt toi ^iner geistlichen Gettalt. 
ehnell, nnTerhoift, bei n&chtlich stiller WeDe 

GAhrts in dem tOck'schen Pener8chlunde» ladet 

Sich ans mit tobender Gewalt, nnd weg 

Trdbt Ober alle Pflansungen der Menschen 

Der wilde Strom in granaender Zerst6hnmg. 

WaUensieim. 
Db achilderst Deines Vaters Hen. Wie Da'a 
Bescbreibst, so ist's in seinem Eingewetde, 
In dUeser schwanen Heuchlers Bmst gestaltet* 
O aiieh hat HflUenknnst get&uscht ! Mir 
OC 
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WoL Thou art describing tliy own father's heart. 
The adder, O, the charms of hell o'epower'd me. 
He dwelt within me, to my inmost soul 
Still to and fro he pass'd, suspected never ! 
On the wide ocean, in the starry heaven 
Did mine eyes seek the enemy, whom I 
In my heart's heart had folded ! Had I been '^ 
To Ferdinand, what Octavio was to me, 
War had I ne'er denounc'd against him. No, 
I never could have done it The Emp'ror was 
My austere master only, not my friend. 
There was already war 'twixt him and me^ 

Per Abgnind den Terflecktesten der Geiiter, 
Den LOgefamdigaten heranf, und atellt' ilin 
Alt Freond an meine Seite. Wer rennag 
Der HOlle Maeht su wideratehn ! Ich sog 
Den Baailiaken auf mn meinem Buaen, 
8ich achwelgend roll an meiner Liebe BrQsten ; 
Ich hatte nimmer Argea gegen ihn, 
Weit offen lieaa icli dea Gedankena Thore, 
Und warf die SchlOaael weiaer Voraicht weg. 
Am Stemenhimmd, &c. 



LITEEAL TRANSLATION. 

Alaa 1 for thoae who place their confidence on thee, against the« 
lean the aecnre hut of their fortune, allured by thy hoipitable form, 
floddenly, unexpectedly, in a moment atill as night, there is a fermen- 
tation in the treacherous gulf of fire ; it discharges itself with raging 
force, and away, over all the plantations of men, drires the wild stream 
tn frightfU derasUtion. 

Wal, Thou art portraying thy father's heart ; as thou describeat 
eren so is it shaped in his entndls, in this black hypocrite'a breast. 
O, the art of hell has deceivM me I The abyss sent up to me the 
most spotted of the spirits, the most skilful in lies, and placed him as 
a friend by my side. Who may withstand the power of hell ? I 
took the basilisk to my bosom, with my heart's blood I nourished 
Um { he sucked himself glut-fuU at the breasts of my lore. I never 
harboured evil towards him ; wide open did I leave the door of my 
thoughts { I threw away the key of wise foresight. la the starry 
keaven, fte* 

We find a difflenlty in believing this to have been written oy 
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When he delivered the commander's staff 
Into my hands ; for there 's a natural. 
Unceasing war 'twizt cunning and suspicion ; 
Peace exists only betwixt corMence 
And faith. Who poisons confidence, he murden 
The future generations. 

Meuc. I will not 

Defend my father. Woe is me, I cannot! 
Hard deeds and luckless have ta'en place; one crime 
Drags after it the other in close link. 
But we are innocent : how have we fallen 
Into this circle of mbhap and guilt ? 
To whom have we been faithless? Wherefore must 
The evil deeds and guilt reciprocal 
Of our two Others, twine like serpents round us ? 

Why must our fathers' 
Unconquerable hate rend us asunder, 
Who love each other ? 

Wal. Max., remain with me. 

Go you not from me. Max. ! Hark ! I will tell t)i( e — 
How when at Prague, our winter quarters, thou 
Wert brought into my tent a tender boy. 
Not yet accustom'd to the German winters I 
Thy hand was frozen to the heavy colours ; 
Thou would'st not let them go^ 
At that time did I take thee in my arms. 
And with my mantle did I cover thee: 
I was thy nurse, no woman could have been 
A kinder to thee ; I was not asham'd 
To do for thee all little offices, 
However strange to me ; I tended thee 
Till life retum'd ; and when thine eyes first open'd, 
I had thee in my arms. Since then, when have I 
Alter'd my feelings towards thee 7 Many thousands 
Have I made'ncn, presented them with lands; 
o c 2 
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Rewarded them with dignities and hononre ; 

Thee have I Itn^d: my heart, my self, I gave 

To thee I They all were aliens ; Thou wert 

Our child and inmate.* Max! Thou can'st not leave 

me; 
It cannot be ; I may not, will not tlunk 
That Max. can leave me. 

Max. O my God ! 

Wdl. I have 

Held and sustained thee from thy tott'ring childhood. 
What holy bond is there of natural love ? 
What hnman tie, that does not knit thee to me? 

I love thee, Max.! What did thy fother for thee. 
Which I too have not done to the height of duty ? 
Go hence, forsake me, serve thy Emperor ) 

He will reward thee with a pretty chain 

Of gold ; with his ram's fleece will he reward thee ; 

For that the friend, the father of thy youth, 

For that the holiest feeling of humanity, 

Was nothing worth to thee. 

Max, O God ! How can I 

Do otherwise ? Am I not forced to do it ? 
My oath— my duty — honour 

Wal How? Thy duty? 

Piity to whom ? Who art thou ? Max. ! bethink thee 
What duties may'st thou have ? If I am acting 
A criminal part toward the Emperor, 

I I is my crime, not thine. Dost thou belong 

To thine own self? Art thou thine own commander ? 
Stund'st thou, like me, a freeman in the world, 

* Tbia is a poor and undeqaate tnuislation of fh« affecttoiMile •&■»- 
plicity of the original— 

8ie alle waren Fremdllr ge, Du want 
THm Kind dea Ransea. 
Indeed the whole speech ia in the beat atjle of MaeeingCT. O a( 
tie oinnim I 
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That in thy actions thon shouldst plead free ageney f 

On me thon'rt planted ; I am thy Emperor : 

To obey me, to belong to me, this is 

Thy honour, this a law of nature to thee I 

And if the planet, on the which thon liv'st 

And hast thy dwelling, from its orbit ttarti, 

It is not in Uiy choice, whether or no 

Thou'lt follow it. Unfelt it whiris thee onward 

Together with his ring and all his moons. 

With little guilt stepp'st thou into this contest; 

Thee will the world not censure, it will praise thee, 

For that thou held'st thy friend more worth to thee 

Than names and influences more remov'd. 

For justice is the virtue of the ruler. 

Affection and fidelity the subject's. 

Not every one doth it beseem o question 

The far-off high Arcturus. Most securely 

Wilt thou pursue the nearest duty — let 

The pilot fix his eye upon the pole-star. 

SOKNB YII. 

To these enter Nbumahn. 

Wed. What now? 

Netu The Pappenheimers are dismounted. 

And are advancing now on foot, determin'd. 
With sword in hand, to storm the house, and free 
The Count, their Colonel. 

WaL {To Tertsky), Have the cannon planted. 
I will receive them wtth chain-shot. 

[Exit Tertsk^^ 
Prescribe to me with sword in hand ! Go, Neumann ! 
^Tis my command that they retreat this moment. 
And in their ranks in silence wait my pleasure. 

[Neumann exit. lUo steps to the window. 
008 



894 THB DEATH OF WALLENSTBIIT. 

Comi, Let him go, I intreat thee, let him go. 
lUo* (at the wmdow). Hell and perdition ! 
WaL What is it? 

Illo. They seale the oooacil-boase^ the roof 's iiil-» 

cove^M, 
They level at thk house the cannon 
Max, Madmen ! 

Illo, They are making prepamtions now to Ere on es. 
Vuch, and Coun, Merdfal Heaven ! 
Max, {to WaUemtM), Let me go to them I 

WaL Not a step! 

Max. i pointing to Thehla and the Duchess). Bnft 

their life! Thine! 
Wal, What tidings bring'stihoayTertsky? 

SOBNB YIII. 
To these Tkrtskt (returning). 

Ter, Message and greeting from our faithful regi- 
ments. 
Their ardour may no longer be cnrb'd in. 
They intreat permission to commence th' attack. 
And if thou wonld'st but give the word of onset^ 
They could now charge the enemy in rear, 
Into the city wedge them, and with ease 
O'erpower them in the narrow streets. 

Hlo, O come ! 

Let not their ardour cool. The soldiery 
Of Butler's corps stand by us faithfiiUy ; 
We arc the greater number. Let us charge them. 
And finish here in Pilsen the revolt. 

WaL What? shall this town become a field of 
slaughter. 
And brother-killing discord, fire-eyed, 
Be let loose through its streets to roam and rage ? 
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Shall the deduon bt dditered oyer 
To deaf remorteleBS nge, that bean no ]«adtr? 
Here is not room for battle^ only for botchery. 
Well, let it be. I have long thongfat of it. 
So let it burst tboi. 

[Tuna to Max. 
Welly bow it it witb tbee 7 
Wilt tbon attempt a beat with me. Away I 
Thou art free to go. Oppose thyself to me, 
Front against front, and lead tbem to the battle ; 
Thou'rc skilled ia war, tbon bast kam'd somewhat 

under me ; 
I need not be asfaam'd of my opponent, 
And never hadst thou fiurer opportanity 
To pay me for thy schooling. 

Caun* Is it then, 

Can it have come to this ?— What ! coasin« cousin ! 
Have yov Uie heart ? 

Mcup. The regimoiti that are trusted to my care 
I have pledged my troth to bring away from Pilsea 
True to the Emperor, and this promise will I 
Make good, or perish. More than this no duty 
Bequires of me. I will not fight against thee, 
Unless compelled ; for though an enemy, 
Thy head is holy to me still. 

[2W reports -of cannon; lUo and Tertsfy 
hurry to the window. 

Wal. Whafstbat? 

Ter. He fitUs. 

Wal Falls! Who! 

IBo. Tiefenbach's corps 

Discharg'd the ordnance. 

Wai. Upon whom I 

lUo. OnNemnaiWy 

Tour messenger. 
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Wat, {(ftartingup). Ha! Death and belli I will-* 

Ter, Expose thyself to their blind frenzy ? 

Duch, and Caun. No ! 

For God's sake. No ! 

lUo, Not yet, my General! 

Court, Oy hold him I hold him ! 

Wed, Leave me 

Afar. Do it not ; 
Not yet ; This rash and bloody deed has thrown them 
Into a frenzy-fit — allow them time 

Wal. Away I too lon^ already have I loiter'd. 
They are emboldenM to these outrages. 
Beholding not my face. They shall behold 

My countenance, shall hear my voice 

Are they not my troops ? Am I not their general. 

And their long-fear'd commander ? Let me see, 

Whether indeed they do no longer know 

That countenance, which was their sun in battle ! 

From the balcony, (mark !) I show myself 

To these rebellions forces, and at once 

Revolt is mounded, and the high-swoln cnrrent 

Shrinks back into the old bed of obedience. 

lExU WaOenstein; lUo, Tertsktf, and Butler foOtm. 

SOBNB IX. 

CouNTBSS, DuoHBSS, Max., and Thbkla. 

Coun. {to the Duchess). Let them but see him— 

there is hope stUI, sister. 
Duch. Hope I I have none ! 
Max* (wlio during the last scene has been standing 
ai a distance in a visible struggle qf/eeUngs, 
advances,) This can I not endure. 
With most determin'd soul did I come hither, 
My purposed action seemed unblaraeable 
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To mj own conscience— and I most stand hen 
Like one abhorr'd^ a hard inhuman being ; 
Yea, loaded with the curse of aU I love ! 
Most see aU whom I love in ihb sore angnish, 
Whom If with one word, can make happy — O I 
My heart revolts within me, and two voices 
Make themselves aadible within my bosom. 
My sonl's benighted ; I no longer can 
Distinguish the right track. O, well and inly 
Didst thoa say, father, I relied too nroeh 
On my own heart My mind moves to and fro — 
I know not what to do. 

Caun. What! you know not? 

Does not yoar own heart tell yon ? O ! then I 
Will tell it yon. Yonr fiither is a traitor, 
A frightful traitor to us— he has plotted 
Against our general's life, has plnng^'d us all 
In misery — and you're his son ! 'Tis yours 
To make the ame nd * Make yon the son's fideli^ 
Outweigh the father's treason, that the name 
Of Piccolomini be not a proverb 
Of infamy, a common form of cnising 
' To the posterity of Wallenstein. 

Max. Where is that voice of truth which I dare 
follow ? 
It speaks no longer in my heart. We all 
But utter what our passionate wishes dictate. 
O that an angel would descend from Heaven, 
And scoop for me the right, the uncorrupted. 
With a pure hand from the pure Fount of Light 

[His eyes glance an Thekla* 
What other angel seek I ? To this heart, 
To this unerring hei^t, will I submit it 
Will ask tiy love, which has the power to hkm 
The happ5 -nan alone, averted ever 
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From the disquieted and gailXy -^vurut thou 
Still love me^ if I stay ? Say that thou can'st, 
And I am the Duke'a 

Caun, Think, niece 

Max. Think nothing, Thekla ! 

Speak what ihonfeelest, 

Caun. Think upon yonr father. 

McLX, I did nQt question thee as Friedhmd's 
'daughter, 
rhee, the beloved, and the unerring god 
Within thy heart, I question. What's at stake ? 
Not whether diadem of royalty 
Be to be won or not — that mightst thou think on. 
Thy friend, and his soul's quiet, are at stake ; 
The fortune of a thousand gallant men, 
Who will all follow me ; shall I forswear 
My oath and duty to the Emperor ? 
Say, shall I send into Octavio's camp 
The parricidal ball ? For when the ball 
Has left its cannon, and is on its flight, . 

It is no longer a dead instrument ; 
It lives, a spirit passes into it. 
The avenging furies seize possession of it. 
And with sure malice guide it the worst way. 

Thek. 01 Max. 

Max, (interrupting her). Nay, not precipitately 
either, Thekla. 
I understand thee. To thy noble heart 
The hardest duty might appear the highest. 
The human, not the great part, would I act. 
Ev'n from my childhood to this present hour, 
Think what the Duke has done for me; how loVd 

me. 
And think, too, how my father has repaid him. 
O likewise the free lovely impolaer 
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Of hoepitalityy the pious friend's 
Faithfol attachment, these, too, are a holy 
Heh'gion to the heart ; and heavily 
The shudderings of nature do avenge 
Themselves on the barbarian that insults tAem. 
Lay all upon the balance, aU — then speak^ 
And let thy heart decide it 

Thek. O, thy own 

Hath long ago decided. Follow thou 
Thy heart't first feeling 

Cbiin, Oh! ill-&ted woman ! 

Thek. Is it possible, that that can be the right. 
The which thy tender heart did not at first 
Detect and seize with instant impulse ? Go, 
Fulfil thy duty 7 I should ever love thee. 
Whatever thou hadst chosen, thou would'st still have 

acted 
Nobly and worthy of thee — but repentance 
Shall ne'er disturb thy soul's &ir peace. 

Max. Then I 

Must leave thee, must part from thee ! 

Thek. Being faithful 

To thine own self, thou art faithful, too, to me; 
If our fates part, our hearts remain united. 
A bloody hatred will divide for ever 
The houses, Piccolomini and Friedland ; 
But we belong not to our houses— Go ! 
Quick I quick ! and separate thy righteous camt 
From our unholy and unblessed one I 
The curse of heaven lies upon our head ; 
'Tis dedicate to ruin. Even me 
My father's guilt drags with it to perdition* 
Mourn not for me : 
My destiny will quickly be deddeO. 
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[Max, clasps her in his arms in extreme emotion* 
There is heard from, behind the Scene a hudf 
wUdy long-continued cry — Vivat Ferdinandusy 
accompanied by warlike instruments. Max. 
and Thekla remain without motion in each 
other's embrace. 

Scene X. 
To tliese enter Tertsky. 

Coun, (meeting him). What meant that cry ? What 
was it? 

Ter. All is lost! 

Coun, What! they regarded not his countenance? 

Ter. 'Twaa all in vain. 

Duck, They shouted vivat ! 

Ter, To the Emperor. 

Coun, Tb% traitors ! 

Ter. Nay ! he was not once permitted 

Even to address them. Soon as he began, 
With deafening noise of warlike instruments 
They diown'd his words. But here he comes. 

Soene XI. 

To these enter Wallbnstbin, accompanied by Illo 
and fiuTLBB. 

Wal. (as he enters}. Tertsky ! 

Ter. My General? 

Wal. Let our regiments hold themselves 

In readiness to march ; for we shall leave 
Pilsen ere evening. [Exit Tertsky. 

Dutler! 

But. Yes^ my General, 

Wal. The governor at Egra is your friend 
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And countryman. Write to him instantly 
By a D08t courier. He must be advis'd. 
That we are with him early on the morrow. 
You follow us yourself, your regiment with yon. 
But. It shall be done, my General ! 
Wal, {steps between Max. and Thekla, who have re* 
maxned during tliii time in each oiher^s arms). 
Part! 
Max. OGod! 

[Cuirassiers enter with drawn swards, andassem" 
hie in the back^graund. At the same time there 
are heard from below some spirited passages 
out of the Pappenheim march, which seem to 
address Max. 
WaL {to the Cuirassiers). Here he is, he is at 
liberty ; I keep him 
No longer. 

[He turns away, and stands so that Max. cannot 
pass by him nor approach the Princess, 
Max. Thou know'st that I have not yet learnt to 
live 
Without thee ! I go forth into a desert, 
Leaving my all behind me. O do not turn 
Thine eyes away from me ! O once more show me 
Thy ever dear and honoured countenance. 

[Max. attempts to take his hand, but is repelled f 
he turns to the Countess. 
Is there no eye that has a look of pity for me ? 

The Countess turns away from Jam ; he turns <# 
* the Duchess. 

My mother I 

Duch, Go where duty calls you. Haply 

The time may come, when you may prove to Bt 
A true friend, a good angel at the throne 
Of the Emperor. 

DD 
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Max, You give me hope ; yoa would not 

Suffer me wholly to despair. No ! No ! 
Mine is a certain misery — Thanks to heaven 
That offers me a means of ending it. 

IThe military music begins again. The stage 
fills mare and more with armed men. Max, 
sees Butler, and addresses him. 
And you here, Colonel Butler — and will you 
Not follow me ? Well, then, remain more faithful 
To your new lord, than you have prov'd yourself 
To the Emperor. Come, Butler, promise me, 
Give me your hand upon it, that you'll be 
The guardian of his life, its shield, its watchman. 
He is attainted, and his princely head 
Fair booty for each slave that trades in murder. 
Now he doth need the faithful eye of friendship, 
And those whom here I see — 

\Casting suspicious looks on llh andBuiUr 
Hlo, Go — seek for traitors 

In Galas', in your father's quarters. Here 
Is only one. Away ! away ! and free us 
Prom his detested sight Away ! 

[Max, attempts once more to approach Thekla, 
WaMenstein prevents him. Max, stands irrm^ 
solute, and in apparent anguish. In tlie mean' 
time the stage fills more and more ; and th^ 
horns sound from below, louder and louder, ana 
each time after a shorter interval. 
Max, Blow, blow ! O were it but the Swedish 
trumpets, 
And all the nd^ed swords, which I see here, 
Were plunged into my breast ! What purpose you I 
You come to tear me from this place ! Beware 
Ye drive me not to desperation. — Do it not I 
Ye may repent it I 
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[The stage is entirely filled with armed men. 
Yet more ! weight upon weight to drag me down t 
Think what ye're doing. It is not well done 
To choose a man despairing for your leader ; 
You tear me from my happiness. Well, then, 
I dedicate your souls to vengeance. MariL t 
For your own ruin yon have chosen me : 
Who goes with me, must be prepared to perish. 

[He turns to the back-ground, there ensues a 
sudden and violent movement among the Cm- 
rassiers ; they surround hbn^ and carry him off 
in wild tumult, WaUenstein remains immove- 
able, Thekla sinks into her mother^s arms. 
The curtain fcdls. The music becomes loud 
and overpowering, and passes into a complete 
war-march — the orchestra joins it— and con- 
ttnues during the interval between the second 
and third Act, 



ACT III. 
Scene, the Bubgohastbr's ffouse^ at Egra. 

SOENB I. 

But. (just arrived). Here then he is, by his destiny 
conducted. 
Here. Friedland, and no farther I From Bohemia 
Thy meteor rose, travers'd the sky awhile, 
And here upon the borders of Bohemia 
Must sink. 

Thou hast forsworn the ancient colours, 
Blind man I yet trustest to thy ancient fortunes. 
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Profaner of the altar and the hearth. 

Against thy Emperor and fellow-citizens 

Thou mean'st to wage the war. Friedlanc^ Hware— 

The evil spirit of revenge impels thee — 

Beware, thou, that revenge destroy thee not 

SOBNB II. 
BuTLEU and Gtordon. 

Gar, Is it you ? 
How my heart sinks ! The Duke a fugitive traitor ! 
His princely head attainted ! O my God ! 

But. You have received the letter which I sent you 
By a post courier. 

Gor, Yes ! and in ohedience to it 

Open'd the strong-hold to him without scruple. 
For an imperial letter orders me 
To follow your commands implicitly. 
But yet forgive me : when even now I saw 
The Duke himself, my scruples recommenced. 
For truly, not like an attainted man, 
Into this town did Friedland make his entrance ; 
His wonted majesty beam'd from his brow. 
And calm, as in the days when all was right. 
Did he receive from me the accounts of office ; 
'Tis said, that fallen pride learns condescension ; 
But, sparing and with dignity, the Duke 
Weigh'd every syllable of approbation, 
As masters praise a servant who has done 
His duty and no more. 

^ut. 'Tis all precisely 

As I related in my letter. Friedland 
Has sold the army to the enemy, 
-^d pledg'd himself to give up Prague and Bgnu 
^n this report the regiments all forsook him. 
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Tbe five excepted that belong to Tertsky, 

And which have folio wM him, as thou hast seen. 

Tbe sentence of attainder is passed on him, 

And every loyal subject is required 

To give him up to justice, dead or living. 

Qor, A traitor to the Emperor — Such a noble I 
Of such high talents ! What is human greatness ? 
I often said, this can't end happily. 
His might, his greatness, and this obscure power 
Are but a cover'd pit-fall. The human being 
May not be trusted to self-government. 
The clear and written law, the deep- trod foot-marks 
Of ancient custom, are all necessary 
To keep him in the road of faith and duty. 
The authority intrusted to this man 
Was unexampled and unnatural. 
It plac'd him on a level with his Emperor, 
Till the proud soul unleam'd submission. Woe is roe ; 
I mourn for him ! for where he fell, I deem 
Might none stand firm. Alas! dear General, 
We in our lucky mediocrity 
Have ne'er experienc'd, cannot calculate. 
What dangerous wishes such a height may breed 
In the heart of such a man. 

But, Spare your laments 

Till he need sympathy ; for at this present 
He is still mighty, and still formidablo. 
The Swedes advance to Egra by forc'd marcnes. 
And quickly will the junction be accomplished. 
This must not be ! The Duke must never leave 
This strong hold on free footing ; for I have 
Pledg'd life and honour here to hold him prisoner, 
And your assistance 'tis on which I calculate. 

6or, O that I had not liv'd to see this 4ay ! 
From his hand I receiv'd this dignity. 
D D 3 
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He did himself intrust this strong hold to mci 
Which I am now required to make his dangeoB. 
We subalterns have no will of our own : 
The free, the mighty man alone may listen 
To the fair impulse of his human nature. 
Ah ! we are but the poor tools of the law, 
Obedience the sole virtue we dare aim at« 

But. Nay, let it not afflict you, that your power 
Is curcumscrib'd. Much liberty, much error I 
The narrow path of duty is securest. 

Oor, And all, then, have deserted hum, yon £ay ? * 
He has built up the luck of many thousands, 
For kingly was his spirit : his full hand 
Was ever open. Many a one from dust 

[With a side glance ai Butler, 
Hath he selected, from the very dust 
Hath raised him into dignity and honour. 
And yet no friend, not one friend hath he purchased, 
Whose heart beats true to him in the evil hour. 

But, Here's one I see. 

Oor, I have enjoy'd from Mm 

No grace or favour. I could almost doubt 
If ever, in his greatness, he once thought on 
An old friend of his youth. For still my office 
Kept me at distance from him ; and when first 
He to this citadel appointed me, 
He was sincere and serious in his duty. 
I do not then abuse his confidence, 
If I preserve my fealty in that. 
Which to my fealty was first deliVer'd. 
But, Say, then, will you fulfill th' attainder on him? 

Qor, {pauses reflecting — then as in deep diction). 
If it be so— if all be as you say — 
If he've betrayed the Emperor, hb master, 
Hav$ sold the troops, haye purposed to deUv«f 
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The strong holds of the coantry to the enemy— 
Yea, truly ! — there is no redemption for him — 
Yet it is hard, that me the lot should destine 
To be the instrument of his perdition ; 
For we were pages at the court of Bergau 
At the same period ; but I was the ienior. 

But, I have heard so 

Gar, 'Tis full thirty years since then. 

A youth who scarce had seen his twentieth year 
Was Wallenstein, when he and I were friends : 
Yet even then he had a daring soul : 
His frame of mind was serious and severe 
Beyond his years ; his dreams were of great oljeelB. 
He walk'd amidst us of a silent spirit, 
Communing with himself: yet I have known him 
Transported on a sudden into utterance 
Of strange conceptions ; kindling into splendour. 
His soul revealM itself, and he spake so 
That we look'd round perplex'd upon each other, 
Not knowing whether it were craziness, 
Or whether 'twere a god that spoke in him. 

But, But was it where he fell two story high 
From a window-ledge, on which he had fallen asleep. 
And rose up free from injury ? From this day 
(It is reported) he betray'd clear marks 
Of a distempered fancy. 

Gor, He becam^ 

Doubtless, more self-enwn^t and melancholy ; 
He made himself a Catholic. Marvellously 
His marvellous preservation had transform'd him. 
Thenceforth he held himself for an exempted 
And privileged being, and, as if he were 
Incapable of dizziness or fall. 
He ran along the unsteady rope of lite. 
But now our destinies drove us asunder: 
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Pie pacM with rapid step the way of greatness, 
Was count, and prir.ce, duke regent, and dictator. 
And now is ah, all this too little for him ; 
He stretches forth his hands for a king's crown. 
And plunges in uufathonmhle ruin. 
B*it, No more, he comes. 

Scene III. 

To these enter Wallbnstein, in converscUien ufUh 
the Bu ROOM ASTER of Egrcu 

WaL You were at one time a free town. I see, 
Ye bear the half eagle in your city arms. 
Why the half eagle only ? 

Bur, We were free, 

fiut for these last two Imcdred years has £gra , 
Remain'd in pledge to the Bohemian crown ; 
Therefore we bear the half eagle, the other half 
Being canceled till the empire ransom us, 
If ever that should be. 

Wed. Ye merit freedom. 

Only be firm and dauntless. Lend your ears 
To no designing, whispering court minions. 
What may your imposts be ? 

Bur, So heavy that 

We totter under them. The garrison 
Lives at our costs. 

Wal, I will relieve you. Tell me, 

There are some Protestants among you still ? 

[The Burgomaster hesitates. 
Yes, yes ; I know it. Many lie concealed 
Within these walls— Confess now — you yourself— 

[Fixes his eye on Mm. The Burgomaster alarmed. 
Be not alarm'd. I hate the Jesuits. 
Could my will have determined it, they had 
Been long ago ezpeU'd the empire. Trust me— 
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/ 

Mass-book or bible — 'tis all one to me. 
Of that the world has had sufficient proof. 
I built a church for the reformed in Glogan 
At my own instance. Hark'e, Burgomaster, 
What is you5r name ? 

Bur Pachhalbeli mar it please y<m. 

Wal. HarVe! 

But let it go no further, what I now 
Disclose to yon in confidence. 

[Layiiig kU head on the Bwrgomtutei^i shoulder 
with a certain iohmnihf. 
The times 
Draw near to tbeir fblfihnent, Burgomaster ! 
The high will fiedl, the low will be exalted. 
Haik'e ! But keep it to yoorself I The end 
Approaches of the Spanish double monarehy-^ 
A new arrangement is at hand. Tou saw 
The three moons that appeared at once in the heaven. 

Bur. With wonder and affright ! 

Wal. Whereof did two 

Strangely transform themselves to bloody daggers, 
And only one, the middle moon, remained 
Steady and clear. 

Bur. We applied it to the Turks. 

WaL The Turks I That all?— I tell you, that two 
empires 
Will set in blood, in the east and in the west, 
And Luth'ranism alone remain. 

\pb$erving Ootdon and Butler. 
Ffaith, 
'Twas a smart cannonading that we hettrd 
This evening as we joumey'd hitherward ; 
'Twas on our left hand. Did you hear it here ? 

Gor. Distinctly. The wind brought it from tbfe south. 

But. It seem'd tocome fromWeiden or from Neustadt. 
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Wal. HTis likely. That's the route the Swedes are 
taking. 
How stroDg is the garrison ? 

Gor. Not quite two hundred 

Competent men, the rest are invalids. - 

WaJ, Good I and how many in the Tale of Jochim. 

Gar, Two hundred arquebussiers have I sent thither 
To fortify the posts against the Swedes. 

WaL Qoodl I commend your foresight. At the 
works too 
You have done somewhat ? 

Gor. Two additional batteries 

I caused to be run up. They were needless. 
The Rhinegrave presses hard upon us,' General ! 

Wal You have been watchful in your Emperor's 
service. 
I am content with you, Lieutenant-Colonel. 

IToBidler. 
Release the outposts in the vale of Jochim 
With all the stations in the enemy's route. 

{To Gin-dan. 
Governor, in your fidthful hands I leave 
My wife, my daughter, and my sister. I 
Shall make no stay here, and wait but the arrival 
Of letters, to take leave of you, together 
With all the regiments. 

SOBNB IV. 
To these enter Count Tbrtskt. 
Ter. Joy, General ; joy ! I bring you welcome tidmgs. 
Wal And what may they be ? 
Ter, There has been an engagement 

At Neustadt ; the Swedes gain'd the victory. 
Wal. From whence did you receive the intelligeneeT 
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Ter. A countryman from Tirschenseil convey'd it* 
Soon after sun rise did the fight begin ! 
A troop of ih? Imperialists, from Fachau 
Had forc'd their way into the Swedish camp \ 
The cannonade continued full two hours ; 
There were left dead upon the field a thousand 
Imperialists, together with their colonel ; 
Further than this he did not know. 

TFo/. How came 

Imperial troops at Neustadt ? Altringer, 
But yesterday, stood sixty miles from there. 
Count Galas' force collects at Frauenberg. 
And have not the full complement. Is it possible^ 
That Suys, perchance, had yentur'd so far onward P 
It cannot be. 

Ter. We shall soon know the whole. 

For bere comes lUo, full of haste, and joyous. 

SoBNB y. 
To thue enter Illo. 

lOa. {to WaUengtem)* A courier, Duke I he wishes 

to speak with thee. 
Ter. (eagerly). Does he bring confirmation of the 

victory ? 
Wat, (at the same time). What does Le bnng? 

Whence comes he ? 
IBo. From the Hhinegrave. 

And what he brings I can announce to you 
Before hand. Sev^en leagues distant are the Swedes ; 
At Neustadt did Max. Piccolomini 
Throw himself on them with the cavalry ; 
A murd'rous fight took place ; o'erpower'd by numbers 
The Pappenheimers all, with Max. their leader, 

[WaUenstein shudders and turn pale. 
^ere left dead on the field. 
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IVoL {after a pome in a tow voice). Where is the 

messenger ? Conduct me to him. 
[WaJiengtein is going ^ when Idbdy Neubrunn 

rushes into the room^ Some servants follow 

Her and run across the stage. 
Neub. Help! Help! 

lUo and Ter, (ait the same time). What nowf 

Neub, The Princeaa I— 

Wal, and Ter. Does she know it ? : 

Neub, (at the same time with them). She is dying t 
[^Hurries off the stage ^ ami WaOenstein and 

TertskyfoUow her. 

SOENB YI. 
fiuTLBB and Gordon. 

Oar. What's this? 

But, She has lost the man she lovM-^ 

Young Piccolomini who fell in the battle. 

Gor, Unfortunate lady ! 

But, You have heard what Illo 

Reporteth, that the Swedes are conquerors^ 
And marching hitherward. 

Gar, . . Too well I heard it. 

But, They are twelve regiments strong, and thara 
are five 
Close by us to protect the Duke. We have 
Only my single regiment ; and the garrison 
Is not two hundred strong. 

Gor, 'Tis even so. 

But, It is not possible with such small force 
To hold in custody a man like him. 

Gor. I grant it. 

But, Soon the numbers wonid dvann uf. 

And liberate him. 
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Chr, It were to be fear'd. 

BuU {after m pause). Know, I am warranfy fmr the 
event; 
With my head have I pledged myself for hii, 
Most make my word good, coet it what It wiii, 
And if alive we cannot hold him prisoner. 
Why — death makes all things certain ! 
- dor. Butler! What? 

Do I understand you ? ■ Graciooa God ! You could— 

But, He must not live. 

Got, And you can do the deed ! 

But. Either you m I. This morning was hb 
last. 

Oor, You would assassinate him ? 

But. 'lis my purpose. 

Got. Who leans with hia whole confidence upon 
you! 

But. Such is his evil destiny ! 

Gor. Your General ! 

The sacred person of your General 1 

But. Mj General he has been. 

Gor. That His only 

An ^^has been" washes out no villany. 
And without judgment pass'd ? 

But. The execution 

Is here instead of judgment 

Gor. ' This were murder, 

Not justice, llie mosi guilty should be heard. 

But. His guilt is dear, the Emperor has pass'd 
judgment, 
And we but execute his will. 

Gor. We should not 

Hurry to realize a bloody sentence* 
A word may be recalPd, a life can never be. 

But. Despatch in service pleases sovereigns. 

E B 
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Oor. No honest man's ambitious to press forward 
To the hangman's service* 

BuU And no brave man loses 

Hb colour at a daring enterprise. 

Oor. A brave man hazards life, but not his 
conscience. 

But, What then ? Shall he go forth anew to kindle 
The unextinguishable flame of war ? 

Oor. Seize him, and hold him prisoner — do not kill 
him! 

But, Had not the Emperor's army been defeated^ 
I might have done so. — Bat 'tis now past by. 

Gor, O, wherefore open'd I the strong-hold to 
him? 

But, His destiny, and not the place, destroys him. 

Gor, Upon these ramparts, as beseem'd a soldier, 
I had fallen, defending the Emperor's citadel ! 

But, Tes! and a thousand gallant men have perish'd. 

Gor, Doing their duty — that adorns the man ! 
But murder's a black deed, and nature curses it. 

But. (brings out a paper). Here is the manifesto 
which commands us 
To gain possession of his person. See- 
It is address'd to you as well as me. 
Are you content to take the consequences, 
If thro' our fault he escape to the enemy ? 

Gor, I? — Gracious God I 

But, Take it on yourself. 

Come of it what it may^ on you I lay it. 

Gor, O God in Heaven ! 

But Can you advise aught elfle 

Wherewith to execute the Emperor's purpose ? 
Say, if you can. For I desire his fall, • 
Not his destruction. 

Gor, Merciful Heaven ! wba^ mutt be^ 
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1 see as clear as you. Yet still the heart 
Within my bosom beats with other ieelings I 

jBm^. Mine is of harder stuff! Necessity ^ 
In her rough school hath steel'd me. And this Illo, 
And Tertsky likewise, they must not survive him. 

Gar, I feel no pang for these. Their own bad heart 
ImpellM them, not the influence of the stars. 
'T was they who strew'd the seeds of evil passions 
In his calm breast, and with officious yillany 
Water'd and nurs'd the pois'nous plants. May they 
Receive their earnests to the uttermost mite ! 

But, And their death shall precede his ! 
We meant to have taken them alive this evening, 
Amid the merry-making of a feast. 
And keep them prisoners in the citadel. 
But this makes shorter work. I go this instant 
To give the necessary orders. 

Scene VII. 
To the$e enter Illo and Tebtskt. 

Ter, Our luck is on the turn. To-morrow come 
The Swedes — twelve thousand gallant warriors, Illo ! 
Then straightway for Vienna. Cheerily, friend ! 
What 1 meet such news with such a moody face 7 

Hlo, It lies with us at present to prescribe 
Laws, and take vengeance on those worthless traitors^ 
Those skulking cowards that deserted us ; 
One has already done his bitter penance, 
The Piccolomini, be his the fate 
Of all who wish us evil ! This flies sure 
To the old man's heart ; he has, his whole life long, 
Fretted and toiPd to raise his ancient house 
From a Count's title to the name of Prince ; 
And now must seek a grave for his only son. 

SE 2 
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But. 'T was pity tho' 1 A y oulli of sticb heroic 
And gentle temp'rament ! The Duke himself, 
'T was easily seen, how near it went to his heart. 

lUo. Hark'e, old friend ! That is the very point 
That never pleas'd me in our General — 
He ever gave the preference to tlie Ita^ans. 
Tea, at this very moment, by my soul ! 
He'd gladly see us all dead ten times over, 
Could he thereby recdl bis friend to life. 

Ter. Hush, hush ! Let the dead rest ! This even* 
lug's business 
Is, who can fairly drink the other down — 
Your regiment, Illo, gives the entertainment. 
Come 1 we will keep a merry carnival — 
The night for once be day, and mid ML glasses 
Will we expect the Swedish avantgarde. 

lUo, Yes, let us be of good cheer for to-day, . 
For there's hot work before us, friends ! This sword 
Shall have no rest, till it be batb'd to the hilt 
In Austrian blood. 

Oor. Shame, shame ! what talk is this. 

My Lord Field Marshal ? Wherefore ibain you so 
Against your Bmperor ? 

But, Hope not too much 

From this first victory. Bethink you, sirs 1 
How rapidly the wheel of fortune turns. 
The Emperor still is formidably strone:* 

Illo. The Emperor has soldiers, no cmmander, 
For this King Ferdinand of Hungary 
Is but a tyro. Galas 1 He 's no luck, ^ 
And was of old the ruiner of armies. 
And then this viper, this Octavio, 
Is excellent at stabbing in the back, 
fiut ne'er meets Friedland in the open field. 

Ter, Trust me, my Mends, it cannot but succeed ; 
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Portune, we know can ne'er forsake the Duke ! 
And only under Wallenstein can Austria 
Be conqueror. 

lUo. The Duke will soon ■Memhle 

A mighty army, all comes crowding, streaming 
To banners, dedicate by destiny 
To fame and prosperous fortune. I behold 
Old times come back again, he will become 
Once more the mighty lord which he has been. 
How will the fools, who 'ye now deserted him. 
Look then ? I can't but laugh to think of them; 
For lands will he present to dl his friends ; 
And like a king and emperor reward 
True services ; but we've the nearest claims. 

[ToOardon. 
You will not be forgotten, Governor ! 
He '11 take yon from this nest and bid yon thine 
In higher station : your fidelity 
Well merits it. 

Gor, I am content already, 

And wish to climb no higher ; where great height is, 
The fall must needs be great. ^^ Great height, great 
depth." 

lUo, Here you have no more business for to-morrow \ 
The Swedes will take possession of the citadel. 
Come, Tertsky, it is supper-time. What think you 7 
Say, shall we have the state illuminated 
In honour of the Swede ? And who refuses 
To do it is a Spaniard and a traitor. 

Ter, Nay, nay I not that ; it will not please the 
Duke— 

JUo. What! we are masters here; no soul shall 
dare 
Avow himself imperial where we've the rule. 
Gbrdon ! Good night, and, for the last time, take 

BBS 
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A fair I^ye of the place. Send out patroles 
To make secure ; the watchword may be aitei'tf 
At the stroke of ten ; deliver in the keys 
1 o the Duke himself, and then you're auit for ever 
V'our wardship of the gates, lor on to-morrow 
The Swedes will take possession of the citadd. 

Ter. (as he is going, to Butler). Yon come tiioagh 
to the castle. 

But. At the right time. 

[Exeunt Tert$ky and IQo. 

SOBNB VIII. 
Gordon aand Butlbb; 

€hr. (looking after them). Unhappy men ! How 
free from all foreboding ! 
They rash into the outspread net of murder. 
In the blind drankenness of victory ; 
I have no pity for their iate. This Illo, 
This overflowing and fool-hardy villain 
That would fain bathe himself in his Emperor's blood. 

But, Do as he order'd you. Send round patrolesy 
Take measures for the citadel's security ; 
When they are within I close the castle gate, 
That nothing may transpire. 

(?0r. {with earnest anxiety). Oh ! baste not so ! 
Nay, stop ; first tell me 

But, Ton have heard already^ 

To-morrow to the Swedes belongs. This night 
Alone b ours. They make good expeditions. 
But we will make still greater. Fare you well. 

Gor, Ah ! your looks tell me nothing good. Nay« 
Butler. 
I pray you, promise me ! 

But, The sun has set; 
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A fateful eyeniog doth descend npoi^ VM, 

And brings on their long night ! Thehr Mi sttfl 

Deliver them mmrm'd into our hands, 

And from their dmnken dream of golden fbrtnnet 

The dagger at their heart shall roose them. Well, 

The Duke was ever a great calculator ; 

His fellow-men were figures on his chess-boardi 

To move and station, as his game required. 

Other men's honour, dignity, good name, 

Did he shift like pawns, and made no conscience of k; 

Still calculating, calculating still, 

And yet at last his calculation proves 

Erroneous ; tiie whole game is lost ; and lo ! 

His own life will be found among the forfeits. 

Gar. O think not of his errors now ; remember 
His greatness, his munificence, think on all 
The lovely features of hS character. 
On aU the noble exploits of his life, 
And let them, like an angel's arm, unseen 
Arrest the lifted sword. 

But. It is too late. 

I sufier not myself to feel compasuon, 
Dark thoughts and bloody are my duty now : 

[^Oraqnng Gordon* s hand* 
Gordon ! 'T is not my hatred (I pretend not 
To love the Duke, and have no cause to love him), 
Yet 'tis not now my hatred that impels me 
To be his murderer. ^ is his evil fate. 
Hostile concurrences of many events 
Control and subjugate me to the office. 
In vain the human being meditates 
Free action. He is but the wire-work'd* pnppet 
Of the blind power, which out of his own choice 

* We doubt the propriety of putting so 
the mcuth of any charftoter. — T. 
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Creates for him a dread necessity. 
What too would it avail him, if there were 
A something pleading for him in my heart— 
Sdll I must kill him. 

Got, If your heart speak to you, 

Follow its impulse. 'Tis the. voice of God. 
Think you your fortunes will grow prosperous 
Bedew'd with blood, his blood ? Believe it not ! 

But, You know not Ask not ! Wherefore should 
it happen, 
That the Swedes gain'd the victory, and hasten 
With such forcM marches hitherward ? Fain would I 
Have given him to the Emperor's mercy. — Gordon ! 
I do not wish his blood — But I must ransom 
The honour of my word—it lies in pledge— 

And he must die, or 

[Pcusionately gj^asping Gordon's hand. 
Listen then, and know ! 
I am dishonoured if the Duke escape us. 

Gor. O ! to save such a man 

But What! 

Got, It is worth 

A sacrifice. — Come, friend ! be noble-minded ! 
Our own heart, and not other men's opinions, 
Forms our true honour. 

But. (with a cold and haughty air). He is a 

great lord, 
This Duke — and I am but of mean importance. 
This is what you would say ? Wherein concerns it 
The world at large, you mean to hint to me. 
Whether the man of low extraction keeps 
Or blemishes his honour — 
So that the man of princely rank be sav'd. 
We all do stamp our value on ourselves. 
The price we challenge for ourselves is given us. 



ir 
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There does not live on earth the man bo statioii'df 
That I despise myself compared with him. 
Man is made great or little by nis own will ; 
Because I am true to mine, therefore he dies. 
Qor. I am endeavouring to move a rock. 
Thou hadst a mother, yet no human 'feefings. 
I cannot hinder you, but may some god 
Rescue him from you I \ExU Oordom^ 

SOBNB IX. 

But. (alone). I treasur'd my good sase all my lifii 
long; 
The Duke has-ebealed me of Uk*% best jewel. 
So that I blush before tirfs poor weak CUNrdon ! 
He prizes above i^ hk fealty $ 
His conscious so»l aocuKs him of sotking ; 
In opposition to his own soft heart 
He subjugates faimself to an kMi duty ( 
Me in a weaker mosnenl passion warp'd ; 
I stand beside kirn, and mvst leel myself 
The worst man of the two. Wfatit, though the world 
Is ignorant of my purposed treason^ yet 
One man does know it, and can prove it too— 
High-minded Piccolomini 1 
There y ves Ute man who can dishonour me t 
This ignominy blood alone can cleanse 1 
Duke Friedland, thou or I — Into my own hands 
Fortune delivers me— The dearest thing a man has it 

[The e¥tkun drev9^ 



lU. 
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ACT IV. 

Swfte— Butlbr's (MomSer. 

SOBNB I. 
BUTLBRy MAJORy Oiuf GbRALDIN . 

Bti/. Find me twelve strong dragoons^ arm then 
with pikes. 

For there most be no firing 

Conceal them somewhere near the banquet-room. 
And soon as the desert is served up, rush all in^ 
And cry — Who is loyal to the Emperor ? 
I will overturn the table — while you attack 
IIIo and Tertsky^ and despatch them both. 
The castle-palace is well barr'd and guarded. 
That no intelligence of this proceeding 
Mt^ make its way to the Duke. — Go instantly: 
Have you yet sent for Captain Devereuz 
And the Macdonald ? 

Ger. They'll be here anon. 

[ExU Gerdldin, 

But Here's no room for delay. The citizens 
Declare for him ; a dizzy drunken spirit 
Possesses the whole town. They see in the Dnke 
A Prince of peace, a founder of new ages 
And golden times. Arms too have been given out 
By the town-council, and a hundred citizens 
Have volunteered themselves to stand on guard. 
Despatch then be the word. For enemies 
Threaten us from without and from within. 



1 
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SOBNB II. 

BuTLBB, Captain Dbtbrbux, and Maodoitald. 

Mcu^ Here we are. General. 

Dev. What's to be the watchword ? 

But Long live the Emperor! 

Both, {recoiling). How? 

But. Live the House of Austria? 

Dev, Have we not sworn fidelity to Friedland ? 

Macd. Have we not march'd to this place to protect 
him? 

But. Protect a traitor, and his country's enemy ! 

Dev. Why, yes ! in his name you adminster'd 
Our oath. 

Macd. And followM him yourself to Egra. 

But. I did it the more surely to destroy him. 

Dev. So, then I 

McLcd. An alter'd case ! 

BiU. (to Devereux). Thou wretched man ! 
So easily leav'st thou thy oath and colours? 

Dev The devil ! — I but foUow'd your example. 
If you could prove a villaiiT, why not we ? 

Macd. We've nought to do with thinking — ^that's 
your business. 
You are our General, and give out the orders ! 
We follow you, tho' the track lead to hell. 

But. {appeased). Good then I we know each other. 

Macd, I should hope so. 

Dev* Soldiers of fortune are we — who bids moit» 
He has us. 

Macd. nSs &en so ! 

But. Weii, ior the present 

Ye must remain honest and faithful somiers. 

Dev, \Ve wish no other. 



Bui* Aye, mnd make your fortunes. 

dided. That is still btltflr. 

But. listeo I 

Both. We attend. 

But. It b the Emperor's will and ordinance 
To seise the person of the Prince-Buke Friedland. 
Alive or dead. 

Dev. It runs so in the letter. 

Mdcd. Alive or dead— these were the very words. 

Bui. And he 4iall be rewarded from the State 
In land and gM^ who proffers aid thereto* 

Dev. Ay? That sounds well. The uxtrds sound 
always well 
That tnurel hither firom the court Yes! yes! 
We know already what court words import. 
A golden chaia perhaps in sign of favour, 
Or an old charger, or a parchment patent. 
And such like.— The Prince-Duke pays bettar. 

Macd. Yes, 

The Duke's & splendid paymaster. 

But. All over 

With tiiat^ my fiiendsl His lucky stars are set. 

Macd. And is that certain 7 

But You have my word for it. 

Dev. His lucky fortunes all past by ? 

Bui. For ever. 

He is as poor as we. 

Macd. As poor as we? 

Dev. Macdonald, we'll desert him. 

Bui. We'll desert him? 

Full twenty thousand have done that ahready ; 
We must do more, my countrymen I In shortr— 
We— we must kill him. 

Both, (starting back). Kill him ! 

Bui. Yesl muirt kill him. 
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And for that purpoie have I chosen yoa. 

Both. Usl 

But, You, Captain Deverenz^ and the Macdonald. 

Dev. (after a pause). Choose you some other. 

But. What ? art dastardly 7 

Thou^ with full thirty lives to answer for— 
Thou conscientious of a sudden 7 

Dev. Nay, 

To assassinate our lord and general — 

Macd, To whom we've sworn a soldier's oath— 

But. The oath 

Is null, for Friedland is a traitor. 

Dev.. No, no ! It is too bad ! 

Macd. Yes, by my soul I 

It is too bad. One hath a conscience too — 

Dev. If it were not our chieftain, who so long 
Has issued the commands, and claimed our duty. 

But. Is that the objection 7 

Dev, Were it my own father. 

And the Emperor's service should demand it of me. 
It might be done perhaps — But we are soldiers, 
And to assassinate our chief Commander, 
That is a sin, a foul abomination. 
From which no monk or confessor absolves us. 

But. I am your Pope, and give you absolution. 
Determine quickly ! 

Dev. Twill not do ! 

Macd. Twont do ! 

But. Wdl, off then I and— send Pestalutz to me. 

Dev. ijieutates). The Pestalutz— 

Macd. What may you want with him 7 

But. If you reject it, we can find enough— 

Dec. Nay, if he must fall, we may earn the hour if 
As well as any other. What think you, 
Fiother if acdonald 7 

7 F 
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Macd. Why if he must foil, 

And wUl fall, and it can't be otherwise, 
One would not give place to this Pestalutz. 

Deo. {flfter some reflection). When do yon purpoee 
he should fall 7 

But. This night. 

To-morrow will the Swedes be at our gates. 

Dev. You take upon you all the consequences ! 

But. I take the whole upon me. 

Dev, And it is 

The Emperor's will, his ezinress absolute will? 
For we have instances, that folks may like 
The murder, and yet hang the murderer. 

But. The manifesto says — alive or dead. 
Alive — ^'tis not possible — you see it is not. 

Dev. Well, dead then I dead! But how can we come 
at him? . 
The town is fill'd with Tertsky's soldiery. 

Macd. Ay, and then Tertsky still remains, and lllo— 

But. With these we shall begin — ^you understand me ? 

Dev. How 7 And nlpst they too perish ? 

But. They the first. 

Macd. Hear, Devereuz ! A bloody evening this. 

Dev. Have you a man for that ? Commission me — 

But. 'Tis given in trust to Major Geraldin ; 
This is a carnival night, and there's a feast 
Given at the Castle — there we shall surprise them. 
And hew them down. The Pestalutz, and Lesley, 
Have that commission — soon as that is finish'd—- 

Dev. Hear General ! It will be all one to you. 
Hark'e ! let me exchange with Geraldin. 

But. ^Twill be the lesser danger with the Duke. 

Dev. Danger! The devil I What do you think me. 
General ? 
^is the Duke's eye, and not his sword, I fear. 
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Btd» What can Lis eye do to thee t 

Dev. Death and beUt 

rhoa know'st that I'm no milk-sop, Qeneral ; 
fiat 'tis not eight days, since the Dake did send m§ 
Twenty gold pieces for this good warm coat 
Which I have on ! and then for him to see me 
Standing before him with the pike, his mnrderery 
That eye of his looking npon tiiis coat— 
Why — why— the devil fetch me ! I'm no milk-sop ! 

But* The Duke presented thee this good warm coa^ 
And thou, a needy wight, hast pangs of conscience 
To run him through the body in return. 
A coat that is far better and fiu* warmer 
Did the Emperor give to him, the Prince's mantle. 
How doth he thank the Emperor. With rerolt 
And treason. 

Dev, That is true. The devil take 

Such thankers ! I'll despatch him. 

But. And would'st quiet 

Thy conscience, .thou hast nought to do but simply 
Pull off the coat ; so canst thou do the deed 
With light heart and good spirits. 

Dev, You are right 

That did not strike me. I'll pull off the coat- 
So there's an end of it. 

Mizcd. Yesy but there's another 

Point to be thought of. 

But And whaf s that, Macdonald ? 

Macd. What avails sword or dagger against him f 
He is not to be wounded— he is — 

But. (starting tq>). What? 

Mdcd. Safe against shot, and stab and flash ! Hani 
frozen, 
tteur'd, and warranted by the black art t 
His body b impenetrable. I ten yoa. 
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Dev. In Inglestadt there was jost sach another— 
His whole skin was the same as steel ; at last 
We were obliged to beat him down with gnnstocks. 
Macd. Hear what I '11 do. 
Dev. Well? 

Macd, In the cloister here 

There's a Dominican^ my countryman. 
I'll make him dip my sword and pike for me 
In holy water, and say over them 
One of his strongest blessings. That 's probatnm t 
Nothing can stand 'gainst that. 

But. So do, MacdonaM ! 

But now go and select from out the regiment 
Twenty or thirty able-bodied fellows, 
And let them take the oaths to the Emperor. 
Then, when it strikes eleven, when the first rounds 
Are pass'd, conduct them, silently as may be, 
To th' house — I will myself be not far off 

Dev, But how do we get through Hartschier and 
Gordon, 
That stand on guard there in the inner chamber? 

But. I have made myself acquainted with the place. 
I lead you through a back door thaf s defended 
By one man only. Me my rank and office 
Give access to the Duke at every hour. 
I'll go before you— with one pointed stroke 
Cut Hartchier's wind-pipe, and make way for you. 

JDev. And when we are there, by what means diall 
we gfun 
The Duke's bed-chamber, without his alarming 
The servants of the Court? for he has here 
A numerous company of followers. 

But. The attendants fill the right wing ; he hatea 
bustle. 
And lodges in the kft wing quite alone. 
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Dev. Were it well over— hey, MaodoDald? I 
Feel queerly on the occaaioD, devil knows ! 

Macd. And I too. 'T is too great a penonage. 
People will hold us for a brace of villains. 
But, In plenty, honour, splendour. — Ton maj 
safely 
Laugh at the people's babble. 

Dev. If the business 

Squares with one's honour — if that be quite certain^ 
But. Set your hearts quite at ease« Te save for 
Ferdinand 
His crown and empire. The reward can be 
No small one. 
Dev. And 't is his purpose to dethrone the Emperor? 
But, Yes ! — ^Yes ! — to rob him of his crown and life. 
Dev, And he must fall by the executioner's hands, 
Should we deliver him up to the Emperor 
AUve? 
But, It were his certain destiny. 
Dev, Well ! Well ! Come then, Macdonald, he shall 
not 
lie long in pain. 

[Exeunt Butler throttgh one dooTy Macdonald 
and Devereux through the other, 

SOBNB III. 

Scene — A Gothic and gloomy apartment at the 
DuoHBSS Fbibdland's. . Thekla on a seat, 
pale, her eyet closed. The Duchess and Ladt 
Nbdbrukn bugied about her, Wallbmstein and 
the CouKTBSS in conversation. 

Wal. How knew she it so soon? 
Coun, She seems to hav« 

foreboded some mlifortune. The report 
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Of an engagement, in the which had faUen - 
A colonel of the Imperial army, frighten'd her. 
I saw it instantly. She flew to meet 
The Swedbh courier, and with sadden qnestioning. 
Soon wrested from him the disastrous secret. 
Too late we miss'd her, hasten'd fter her, 
We found her lying in his arms, all pale 
And in a swoon. 

Wal. A heavy, heavy blow ! 

And tihe so unprepar'd ! Poor child ! flow is it ? 

[Turning to the Duche$$. 
Is she coming t6 herself? 

Duck, Her eyes are opening. 

Coun, She lives. 

Theft, (looking round her). Where am I? 

Wal. (steps to her, raising her up in his arms). Come 
cheerly, Tbekla ! be my own brave girl ! 
See, there 's thy loving mother. Thou art in 
Thy father's arms. 

Theh, (standing up). Where is he J Is he gone? 

DucK Who gone, my daughter? 

Theh, He— the man who ntter'd 

That word of misery. 

Duch, O! think not of it, 

MyThekla! 

Wal, Give her sorrow leave to talk ! 

Let her complain — mingle your tears with hers. 
For she hath suffered a deep anguish ; but 
She '11 rise superior to it, for my Thekla 
Hath all her father's unsubdued heart. 

Theh, I am not ill. See, I have power to stand. 
Why does my mother weep ? Have I alarmed her ? 
It. is gone by — I recollect myself. 

casts her eyes round the room^ as seehina 
same one. 
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'Where is he? Please you^ do not hide him from me. 
Tou see^ I have strength enough : now I win hear 
him.« 

Duch. No, never shall this messenger of evil 
Bnter again into thy presence^ Thekliu 

Thek. My&ther— 

Wal. Dearest daaghterl 

Theft, Vm iM>t wetk- 

Shortly I shall he quite myself agdn. 
You'll grant me one request? 

Wal. Name it, my daughter* 

Thek, Permit the stranger to be call'd to me. 
And grant me leave, that by myself I may 
Hear his report and question him. 

Duch. No, never! 

Coun, 'T is not advisable — assent not to it 

Wal, Hush ! Wherefore would'st thou speak with 
him, my daughter ? 

Theh. Knowing the whole, I shall be more collected ; 
I will not be deceived. My mother wishes 
Only to spare me. I will not be spar'd. 
The worst is said already : I can hear 
Nothing of deeper anguish ! 

Duch, and Coun. . Do it not 

Theh, The horror overpower'd me by surprise. 
My heart betray'd me in the stranger's presence ; 
He was a witness of my weakness, yea, 
I sank into his arms ; and that has sham'd me. 
I must replace myself in his esteem, 
And I must speak with him, perforce, that he. 
The stranger, may not think ungently of me. 

Wal, I see she is in the right, and am inclin'd 
To grant her this request of hers. Go, call him. 

[Za<fy Neubrunn goes to caU Mn 

Duch. But I, thy mother, will be present — 



932 THB DBATH OF WALUENSTBIIT. 

Thek. Twero 

More pleasing to me, if alone I saw bim : 
Trust me, I shall behave myself the more 
Collectedly. 

Wal. Permit her her own will. 

Leave her alone with him ; for there are sorrows. 
Where, of necessity, the soul must be 
Its own support. A strong heart will rely 
On its own strength alone. In her own bosom. 
Not in her mother's arms, mnftt she collect 
The strength to rise superior to this blow. 
It b mine own brave girl. I'll have her treated 
Not as a woman, but the heroine. [ Going. 

Coun. (detaining 7dm), Where art thou going ? I 
heard Tertsky say 
That 't is thy purpose to depart from hence 
To-morrow early, but to leave us here. 

Wal, Yes, ye stay here, plac'd under the protection 
Of gallant men. 

Coun, O take us with you, brother. 

Leave us not in this gloomy solitude. 
To brood o'er anxious thoughts. The mists of doubt 
Magnify evik to a shape of horror. 

Wal, Who speaks of evil ? I intreat you, sister, 
Use words of better omen. 

Coun, Then take us with you. 

leave us not behind you in a place 
That forces us to such sad omens. Heavy 
And sick within me is my heart 

These walls breathe on me, like a church-yard vault 

1 cannot tell you, brother, how this place 
Doth go against my nature. Take us with you. 
Come, sister, join you your intreaty ! — Niece, 
Your's too. We all intreat you, take us with you • 

Wal. The place's evil omens will I change, 
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Jf akiDg it that wliich shields and shelters Int M6 
^y best-belov'd. 

Neub, (returning). The Swedish offioar. 
Wed. Leave her alone with him. [BM,^ 

Duch. {to Thekla, who starts and skivers). Thavt 
— pale as death ! — Child, 'tis impossible 
That ihoa shonld'st speak with him. Follow thy 
mother. 
Thek. The Lady Neabrons then may stay with me. 
[Exeunt Duress and CmmUss* 

SOENB IV, 

Thbkul, the S WBDI8H Captain, Ladt Nbubruhk. 

Capt. {respectfully approaching her). Princess — I 
'most intreat yoor gentle pardon — 
My inconsiderate rash speech — How could I — 

Theh, {with dignity). You have beheld me in my 
agony. 
A most distressful accident occasion'd 
You, firom a stranger to become at once 
My confidant 

Copt. I fear you hate my presence, 

For my tongue spake a melancholy word. 

Thek. The fault is mine. Myself did wrest it from 
you. 
The horror which came o'er me interrupted 
Your tale at its commencement. May it please you. 
Continue it to the end. 

Capt. Princess, *t will 

fienew your anguish. 

Tfteh. I am firm. 

I wiU be firm. Well — how began the engagemeat ? 

Capt, We lay, expecting no attack, at Neuftftdl^ 
Intrench'd but insecurely in our camp, 
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When towards evening rose a cloud of dost 
From the wood thitherward ; our vanguard fled 
Into the camp, and sounded the alarm. 
Scarce had we mounted, ere the Pappenheimov, 
Theur horses at full speed, broke thro' the lines, 
And leap'd the trenches ; but their heedless courage 
Had borne them onward far before the others — 
The infantry were still at distance, only 
The Pappenheimers followed daringly 

Their daring leader 

[TTtekla betrays agitation in her gestures. The 
Officer pauses tm she makes a sign to hhn to 
proceed. 

Both in van and flanks 
With our whole cavalry we now received them. 
Back to the trenches drove them, where the foot 
Stretch'd out a solid ridge of pikes to meet them. - 
They neither could advance, nor yet retreat ; 
And as they stood on every side wedg'd in. 
The Rhinegrave to their leader call'd aloud. 
Inviting a surrender ; but their leader. 

Young Piccolomini 

\Thekla, as giddy y grasps a chair. 
Known by his plume. 
And his long hair, gave signal for the trenches ; 
Himself leapM first, the regiment all plung'd after. — 
His charger, by an halbert gor'd, rear'd up. 
Flung him with violence ofl^, and over him. 

The horses, now no longer to be curbed 

[Thekla^ who has accompanied the last speech with 
all the marks of increasing agony y trembles 
through her wlioleframe, and is falling. The 
Lady Neuhrunn runs to her, asul receives her 
into her arms. 
Neub. My dearest Lady 
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Capt. I retire. 

T%ek. Tb OTcr. 

Proceed to the oondasioii. 

Ozp^. Wild despair 

Inspir'd the troops with frenzy when they saw 
Their leader perish ; eyery thought of rescue 
Was spum'd ; they fought like wounded tigers; their 
Frantic resistance rous'd our soldiery ; 
A murderous fight took place, nor was the contest 
Finished before their last man fell. 

ITtek. (faltering). And where 

Where is— You have not told me alL 

Capt. {after a pau$e). This morning 

We buried him. Twelye youths of noblest birth 
Did bear him to interment ; the whole army 
Followed the bier. A laurel deck'd his coffin ; 
The sword of the deceas'd was plac'd upon it. 
In mark of honour, by the Rhin^raye's sell 
Nor tears were wanting ; for there are among us 
Many, who had thonselyes experienced 
The greatness of his mind, and gentle manners ; 
All were afiected at his &te. The Rhinegraye 
Would willingly haye say'd him ; but himself 
Made vain th' attempt-^tis said he wish'd to die. 

Neub. (to Tkekia, who hashidden her countetumce) 
Look up, my dearest I^ady 

Thek. Where is his grmre 7 

Capt. At Neustadt, Lady ; in a cloister church 
Are his remains deposited, until 
We can receive directions from his &ther. 

T7tek. What is the clobter*s name 7 

Capt. Saint Catherine't. 

Thek, And how fiur is it thither 7 

Capt. Near twelve leagMS. 

Tfu^k. And which the way 7 
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Capt, You go by Tirschenreit, 

And Falkenberg, through our advanced posts. 

Theh. Who ' 

Is their commander? 
Capt» Colonel Seckendorf. 

\ThehUi tteps to the taifk, and takes a rvag from 
a ccuket. 
Thek, You have beheld me in my agony, 
And shown a feeling heart Please you, accept 

[Qiving him the ring. 
. A small memorial of this hour. Now go ! 

Capt. (confused). Princess 

[Thekia silently makes signs to him to go, and 
turns from him. The Captain lingers, and is 
about to speak. Lady Neubrunn repeats the 
mgnal, and he retires. 

SOBNB V. 

ThbklAi Lady Nbubrunn. 

Thek. (faSs on Lady Neubrunn' s neck). Now, 
gentle Neubrunn, show me the affection 
Which thou hast ever promis'd — prove thyself 
My own true friend and faithful fellow-pUgrim. 
This night we must away ! 

Neub. Away ! and whither? 

Thek. Whither! There is but one place in the world 
Thither where he lies buried I To his coffin ! 

Neub. What would you do there ? 

Thek. What do there? 

That wouldst thou not have ask'd, hadst thou e'er loVd. 
There, there is all that still remains of him. 
That single spot is the whole earth to me. 

Neub. That place of death 
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Thek. Is DOW the only place, 


I MTbere life yet dwells for me : detain me not! 


Come and make preparations : let os think 


Of means to fly from hence. 


Neub. Your fiithcr's rage 






And now I fear no human being's rage. 




Neub. Hie sentence of the worid ! The tongue of 




calumny ! 




T^A. Whom am I seeking? Him who is no more. 




Am I then hastening to ^ arms—O God ! 




I haste but to ^ grave of the beloTcd. 




Neub, And we alone, two helpless feeble women ? 




7%eA. We will take weapons ; my arm shall protect 




thee. 




Neub, In the dark night time? 




Thek. Darkness wiU conceal us. 




Neub. This rough tempestuous night 




Thek. Had he a soft bed 




Under the hoofr of his war-horses ? 




Neub. Heaven! 




And then the many poets of die enemy 1— 




Thek. They are human beings. Misery travels free 




Through the whole earth. 




Neub. The journey's weary length^ 




Thek. The {nlgrim, travelling to a distant shrine 




Of hope and healing, doth not count the leagues. 




' Neub. How can we pass the gates? 








Oo, do bnt go. 




Neub. Should we be recognised— 




T%ek. In a despairing woman, a poor fi^tive. 




Will no one seek the daughter of Duke Friedland. 




Neub. And where procure we horses for our flight? 




Thek. My equery procures them. Go and fetch hinu 




I 
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Neub. Dares he, without the knowledge of his lord ? 

TheJu He will. Go, only go. Delay no longer. 

Neuh, Dear lady ! and your mother ? 

Theh, Oh ! my mother ! 

Neub, So much as she has Puffer'd too already ; 
Your tender mother— Ah I how ill prepared 
For this last anguish ! 

Theh, Woe is me I my mother I 

\Pauae$. 
Go instantly. 

Neub, But think what you are doing ! 

Theh, What can be thought, already has been 
thought. 

Nevh, And being there, what purpose you to do? 

Theh. There a Divinity will prompt my soul. 

Neub. Your heart, dear lady, is disquieted ! 
And this is not the way that leads to quiet 

Theh. To a deep quiet, such as he has found, 
It draws me on, I know not what to name it ; 
Resistless does it draw me^o his grave. 
There will my heart be eas'd, my tears will flow. 

hasten, make no further questioning ! 
There is no rest for me till I have left 

These walls—they fell in on me— A dim power 
Drives me firom hence— Oh mercy ! What a feeling ! 
What pale and hollow forms are those I They fill, 
They crowd the place I I have no longer room here ! 
Mercy! Still more I More still! The hideous swarm ? 

They press on me! they chase me from these walls • 

Those hollow, bodiless forms of living men ! 
Neub. You frighten me so, lady, that no longer 

1 dare stay here mysdf. I go and call 
Rosenberg instantly. [ExU Ladjf Neubrunn. 
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SOBNS VI. 

Theh. His spirit 'tis that calls me : 'tit the troop 
Of his true followers, who ofier'd up 
Themselves t' avenge his death ! and they accuse me 
Of an ignoble loitering— <^ would not '' 

Forsake their leader even in his deaiit-^they died for 
him! 

And shall JHve? 

For me, too, was that laurel garland twinM 
That decks his bier. Life is an empty casket 
I throw it from me. O, my only hope ; 
To die beneath the hoofs of trampling steeds— 
That is the lot of heroes upon earth. 

lExU TTiekla* 
(The curtain drops,) 



ACT V. 



Scene — A Saloan, terminated by a goBery whUA ex^ 
tends far into the bach-grinmd, 

SOSNB I. 

Wi.LLENSTBiN. (sitting at a table). The Swedish 
♦ Captain (standing before Jiim). 

WdL Commend me to your lord. I sympathize 
In his good fortune \ and if you have seen me 
Deficient in the expressions of that joy, 

• the aoliloqny of Thekla conusta, in the oiiguuO, of six tnd twenty 
linee, twenty of which are in rhymea of iiregnhur leeurrence. I 
thought it prudent to abridge it. Indeed, the whole acene between 
Thekl* and Lady Neubrunn might, perh^M, hare been omitted wUh 
Mt iiyury to the play. 

o o 2 
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Which such a victory might well demand^ 

Attribute it to no lack of good will, 

For henceforth are our fortunes one. Farewell, 

And for your trouble take my thanks. To-morrow 

The citadel shall be surrender'd to you, 

Ob your arrival. 

ITTie Swedish Captain retires. WaJkrutetit 
sits lost in thought, his eyes fixed vacantty^ 
and his head sustained by his hand. The 
Countess Tertsky enters, stands before him 
awhile f unobserved by him; at length he 
starts, sees her, and recollects himself 
Wal. Com'st thou from her ? Is she restor'd ? How 

is she? 
Cotm. My sister tells me she was more collected 
After her conversation with the Swede. 
She has now retired to rest. 

Wal, The pang will soften. 

She will shed tears, 

Coun. I find thee alter'd too. 

My brother I After such a victory 
I had expected to have found in thee 
A cheerful spirit O remain thou firm 1 
Sustain, uphold us ! For our light thou art. 
Our sun. 

Wal Be quiet. I ail nothing. Where'g 

Thy husband? 

Coun. At a banquet — he and Illo! 

Wal. (rises and strides across the saloon)^ 
The nighf s far spent. Betake thee to thy 
chamb^. 
Coun. Bid me not go, O let me stay with thee ! 
Wal. (moves to the window). There is a busy motion 
in the Heaven. 
The wind doth chase the dag upon the tower. 



J 
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Fast sweep the clouds, the sickle of the moon,* 

Struggling, darts snatches of uncertain light. 

No form of star is visible ! That one 

White stain of light, that single glimm'ring yonder 

Is from Cassiopeiay and therein 

Is Jupiter, (a pau$ey But now 

The blackness of the troubled element hides him ! 

[He sinkM into profound melanchofy, and looks 
vacanthf into the dUtanee, 
Coun, (looks on him mournfidfyy then grasps Ms 
hand.) 

What art thou brooding on? 
WaX. Methinks 

If I but saw him, 'twould be well with me. 
He is the star of my nativity, 
And often marvellously hath his aspect 
Shot strength into my heart. 
Coun. Thou'lt see him again. 

Wal. {remains for aushUe with absent mindy then 
assumes a livelier manner, and turns suddenly 
to the Countess. 
See him again ? O never, never agam. 
Coun. How? 



* Theie four lints an miKwscd in tbe original with ezquidte 
felidty. 

Am Himm^^ ist gucbftatige Bewegung, 
Des Thnnnes Fahne jagt der Wind, tcknell geht 
Der Wolken Zng, die Momiet-aieM wa$M, 
Und dnrch die Nacht suckt nngewitM Helle. 
Tkt word " moon-ucUe," remindi me of k paecage in Harris, aa 
quoted by J<4inaon, under the word "fidcated/' '* The enlightened 
put of the moon appeara in the form of a lickle or reaping-hook» 
which !■ while ahe is moving from the conjunction to the opposition, 
or from the new moon to the fall ; but from full to a new agun, the 
enlightened part appears gibbous, and the dztk falcated.** 

The words ** wanken " and " schweben " are not easily translated* 
The English words, bj which we attempt to render them, are either 
vulgar or pedantic, or not of sufficiently general application. 
O O 3 
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Wal, He is gone — is dust 

Court, Whom inean'st thou then ? 

Wed. He the more fortunate ! yea, be hath finigh'd V 
For him there is oo longer any future — 
His life is bright— bright without spot it waSy 
And cannot cease to be. No ominous hour 
Knocks at his door with tidings of mis-hap. 
Far off is he, above desire and fear ; 
No more submitted to the ehange and chance 
Of tiie unsteady planets. O 'tis well 
With him I but who knows what the coming hour, 
Yeil'd in thick darkness, brings for us ! 

Coun» Thou speakest 

Of Piccolomini. What was his death 7 
The courier had just left thee, as I came. 

[Wcdlenstein by a motion of his hand makes 
signs to her to be silent. 
Turn lot thine eyes upon the backward view, 
Let us bok forward into sanny days. 
Welcome with joyons heart the victory. 
Forget what it has cost thee. Not to-day, 
For the first time, thy friend was to thee dead ; 
To thee he died, when first he parted from thee. 

WaL This anguish will be wearied down,* I know; 
What paag is permanent with man 7 From th' highest, 
As from the vilest thing of every day 
He learns to wean himself; for the strong hours 
Conquer him. Yet I feel what I have lost 
In him. The bloom is vanished from my life. 
For O ! he stood beside me, like my youth^ 

* A Teiy inadequAte tnnilation of the orig^al. 
" Venchmenen werd'ich dieien Schlag» du weisi leh* 
Denn wu venehmente nicht der MenschI" 

LlTKBAI.LT. 

I ihaU grieve4own thu blow, of that I'm eonadowi 
What does not man grieve down ? 
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Tntn^formM for me the real to a dreamy 
Clothing the palpable and the familiar 
With golden exhalations of the dawn. 
Whaterer fortnnet wait my fntore toiky 
The beautiful is vanish'd— and retnms not 

Coun. O be not treacheroos to th j own power. 
Thy heart is rich enongh to Tivify 
Itself. Thou loT'st and priiesi yirtoet in him. 
The which thyself did'st plant, thyself nnibld. 

Wal {steppmg to the door). Who intemiplt nt 
now at this late hoor ? 
It is the Governor. Ha brings the keys 
Of the Citadel. ^Tis midnight Leave me, sister ! 

Coun. O 'tis so hard to me this night to leave thee — 
A boding fear possesses me ! 

Wal. Fear? Wherefore? 

Coun, Shonldst thou depart this night, and we, at 
waking, 
Never more find thee ! 

Wal. Fk..3iet! 

Coun. O my sool 

Has long been weighM down by these dark fore- 
bodings. 
And if I combat and repd them waking. 
They still rosh down upon my heart in dreams. 
I saw thee yesternight with tiiy first wife 
Sit at a banquet, gorgeously attir'd. 

fVtil. This was a dream of fiivonrable omen. 
That marriage being the founder of my fiMrtnnes. 

Coun. To-day I dreamt that I was seeking thee 
In thy own chamber. As I enter'd, lo ! 
It was no more a chamber, the Chartreuse 
At Gitschen 'twas, whieh thon thysell hast fo«idp'l, 
And where it is thy will that thon should^ be 
Interred. 
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Wal. Thy soul is busy with these thoughts. 

Court. What dost tliou not believe, that oft in dreams 
A voice of warning speaks prophetic to us? 

WaL There is no doubt that there exist such voices. 
Yet I would not call tliem 
Voices of warning that announce to ns 
Only the inevitable. As the sun, 
Ere it is risen, sometimes paints its image 
In the atmosphere, so often do the spirits 
Of great events stride on before the events ; 
And in to-day already walks to-morrow. 
That which we read of the fourth Henry's death, 
Did ever vex and haunt me like a tale 
Of my own future destiny. The king 
Felt in his breast the phantom of the knife, 
Long ere Ravaillac arm'd himself therewith. 
His quiet mind forsook him ; the phantasma 
Started him in his Louvre, chasM him forth 
Into the open air ; like funeral knells 
Sounded that coronation festival ! 
And still with boding sense he heard the tread 
Of those feet, that e'en then were seeking him 
Throughout the streets of Paris. 

Caun, And to thee 

The voice within thy soul bodes nothing ? 

Wal Nothing. 

Be wholly tranquil. 

Coun. And another time 

I hasten'd after thee, and thou ran'st from me 
Thro' a long suite, thro' many a spacious hall. 
There seem'd no end of it— doors creek'd and dapp'd 5 
I follow'd panting, but could not o'ertake thee : 
When on a sudden did I feel myself 
Giasp'd from behind— the hand was cold, that grasp'd 
me — 
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Twas thou, and iboa did'st kiit me, and there seeiu'd 
A crimson covering to envelope ns. 

WaL Hmt is the erimson tap'stry of my chamber. 
GiNiii. (gazing an Mm J. If it shonld eome to that— 
if I shodd see thee, 
Who standest now before me in the folnesa 
Oflife- 

[ShefaOi am hu hrtasi mnd weepi. 
WaL The Anperor's proelamation weighs upon 
thee — 
Alphabets would not — and he finds no hands. 

Coim. If he sAouZii find them, my resdve is taken— 
I bear abont me my support and refuge, 

lErit Camntets. 

SOBNB II. 
WALLSHSTBIir, QORDON. 

Wdl. AIl^tnietinthetowB? 

Gor. The town is quiet. 

Wal. I hear a b<Mstaron8 anisie I and the Castle 
Is lighted up. Who are the revellers ? 

Gor, There is a banquet given at the Castle 
To the Count Tertsky, and Field Marshal lUo. 

Wal. In honour of the victory. — ^This tribe 
Can show their joy in nothing eke but feasting* 

IBings. The Groom of the Chamber eaten. 
Unrobe me. I will lay me down to sleep. 

[Waliengtein takes the hegsfrom Gordon. 
So we are guarded from all enemies. 
And shut in with sure friends. 
For all must cheat me. or a face like this 

iFixing his e^ on Gordon* 
Was ne'er a hypocrite's mask, 
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[^I%e Oroom of the Chamber takes 9ff his 
mantle^ collar, and scarf, 
Wal. Take care— what is that ? 

Oroom of the Cham, The golden chain is snapp'd 

in two. 
Wal. WeDyithas lasted long enough. Here— give it. 
[He takes and looks ai the chain. 
nVas the first present of the Emperor. 
He hang it round me in the war of Frinle, 
He being then Archduke ; and I have worn it 

Till now from habit 

From superstition^ if you wilL Belike, 
It was to be a Talisman to me. 
And while I wore it on my neck in fidth, 
It was to chain to me all my life long. 
The volatile fortune, whose first pledge it was. 
Well, be it so 1 Henceforward a new fortune 
Must spring up for me ; for the potency 
Of this charm is dissolved. 

[Oroom of the Chamber retires with the vest" 
ments. WaUenstein ^rises, takes a stride 
across the roomy and stands at last before 
Oordon in a posture of meditation. 
How the old time returns upon me ! I 
Behold myself once more at Burgau, where 
We two were pages of the court together. 
We oftentimes disputed: thy intention 
Was ever good I but thou wert wont to play 
The moralist and preacher, and would'st rail at i 
That I strove after things too high for me, 
Giving my faith to bold unlawful dreams, 
And still extol to me the golden mean. 
— ^Thy wisdom hath been proved a thriftless friend 
To thy own self. See, it has made thee early 
A superannuated man, and (but 
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That my munificent stars will intenrene) 
Would let thee in some miserable comer 
Go out, like an untended lamp. 

Oor, My Prince! 

With b'ght heart the poor fisher moors his boat. 
And watches from the shore the lofty ship 
Stranded amid the storm. 

Wal. Art thou already 

In harbour then, old man ? Well I I am not 
The unconquer'd spirit drives me o'er life's billows ; 
My planks still firm, my canyass swelling proudly. 
Hope 18 my goddess still, and youth my inmate ; 
And while we stand thus frt>nt to front almost, 
I might presume to say, that the swift years 
Have pass'd by powerless o'er my unblanch'd hair. 

[He moves with long strides across the saloon^ 
and remains on the opposite side, over agaxnst 
Gordon. 
Who now persists in calling Fortune false ? 
To me she has prov'd fiiithfnl, with fond love 
Took me from out the common ranks of men. 
And, like a mother goddess, with strong arm. 
Carried me swiftly up the steps of life. 
Nothing is common in my destiny, 
Nor in the furrows of my hand. Who daret 
Interpret then my life for me, as 'twere ^ 

One of the undistinguishable many ? 
True, in this present moment I appear 
Fallen low indeed ; but I shall rise again. 
The high flood will soon follow on this ebb ; 
The fountain of my fortune, which now stops, 
Bepress'd and bound by some malicious star, 
Will soon in joy play forth from all its pipes. 

Gor. And yet remember I the good old proverb, 
< Let the night come before we praise the day.' 
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I would be slow from long-continued fortont 
To gather hope ; for hope is the companion 
Given to the unfortunate by pitying Heaven. 
Fear hovers round the head of prosperous men ! 
For still unsteady are the scales of £ftte. 

Wal. {gmiUng). I hear the very Gordon that of old 
Was wont to preach to me, now once more preaching; 
I know well, that all sublunary things 
Are still the vassals of vicissitude. 
The unpropitious gods demand their tribute. 
This, long ago, the ancient Pagans knew : 
. And therefore of their own accord they offer'd 
To themselves injuries, so to atone 
The jealousy of their divinities ; 
And human sacrifices bled to Typhon. 

[After a pause, serious, and in a more subdued 
manner, 
I too have sacrific'd to him — For me 
There fell, the dearest iriend ; and through my &ult 
He fell I No joy from favourable fortune 
Can overweigh the anguish of this stroke. 
The envy of my destiny is glutted : 
Life pays for life. On his pure head the lightning 
Was drawn off, which would else have shattered me. 

SOBNA III. 
To these enter Sbhi. 

Wal, Isnotthat Seni? and beside himself. 
If one may trust his looks ! What brings thee hither 
At this late hour, Baptista? 

SenL Terror, Duke I 

On thy account. 

Wal. What now? 

SenL Flee ere the day bfwik I 

Trust not thy person to the Swedes I 
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Wal What now 

Is in thy thonghti f 

'yeni. (toith Itmder twice). Trust not thy person to 
these Swedes. 

Wal What it it then? 

SenL (ttm mare urgently). O wait not the anital 
of these Swedes ! 
An evil near at hand is threatening thee 
rrom false friends. All the signs stand full of horror • 
Near, near at hand the net- work of perdition — 
Yea, even now 'tis being cast round thee ! 

Wal, Bapdsta, thou art dreaming !— Fear befools 
thee. 

Sem, Believe not that an empty fear deludes me. 
Come, read it in the planetary aspects ; 
Read it thyself^ that ruin threatens thee 
From false Mends ! 

Wal, From the falseness of my Mends 

Has risen the whole of my unprosperous fortunes. 
The warning should have come before ! At present 
I need no revelation from the stars 
To know that. 

Seni, Come and see ! trust thine own eyes I 

A fearful sign stands in the house of life ; 
An enemy, a fiend lurks close behind 
The radiance of thy planet — O be wam'd I 
Deliver not thyself up to these heathens 
To wage a war against our holy church, 

Wal, {laughing gently). The oracle rails that way ! 
Yes, yes I Now 
I recollect. This junction with the Swedes 
Did never please thee — ^lay thyself to sleep, 
Baptista ! Signs like these I do not fear. 

Got. [wha during the whole of tMs dialogue hoe 
ehawn marks of extreme agitation^ and now 

H H 
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turns to WaUenstein). My Dake and O 
neral ! May 

I dare presume ; 
Wal. Speak freely. 

Oor. What ? if 'twere no mere creation 

Of fear, if God's high providence vouchsaf d 
To interpose its aid for your deliv'rance, 
And made that mouth its organ. 

y^al, Ye*re both feverish ! 

How can mishap come to me from the Swedes ? 
They sought this junction with me— 'tis their interest 
Oor. {with difficulty suppressing his emotion). Bat 
what if the arrival of these Swedes— 
What if these were the very thing that wing'd 
The ruin that b flying to your temples? 

{^Flings himself at his feet. 

There is yet time, my Prince 

Seni. O hear him ! hear him ! 

Oor. (rises). The Rhinegrave's still far off. Give 
but the order — 
This citadel shall close its gates upon him. 
If, then, he will besiege us, let him try it 
But this I say ; he'll find his own destruction 
With his whole force before these ramparts, sooner 
Than weary down the valour of our spirit. 
He shall experience what a band of heroes, 
Inspirited by an heroic leader, 
Is able to perform. And if indeed * 
It be thy serious wish to make amend 
For that which thou hast done amiss,— this, thia 
Will touch and reconcile the Emperor, 
Who gladly turns his heart to thoughts of mercy ; 
Arid Friedland, who returns repentant to him, 
Will yet stand higher in his Emperor's favour, 
Than e'er he stood when he had never &llen. 
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WaL {coniempkUes him with turprisep 

silent awhile, betraying strong emotion). 
Gordon— your zeal and fervour lead yon dr. 
Well, well— an old friend has a priyilege. 
Bloody Gordon, has been flowing. Never, never 
Can the Emperor pardon me : and if he could, 
Yet I — I ne'r could let myself be pardon'd. 
Had I foreknown what now has taken place. 
That he, my dearest friend, would fall for me. 
My first death-offering ; and had the heart 
Spoken to me, as now it has done — Gordon, 
It may be, I might have bethought myselt 
It may be too, I might not. — Might, or might not. 
Is now an idle question. All too seriously 
Has it begun, to end in nothing, Gordon 1 
Let it then have its course. 

[Stepjnng to tfte window. 
All dark and silent— at the Castle too 
All is now hush'd — Light me. Chamberlain ! 

[The Groom of the Chamber, who had entered 
during the last'dialogue, and had been stand- 
ing at a distance and listening to it with 
vinble expressions of the deepest interett, 
advances in extreme agitation, and titrows 
himself at the Duke* s feet. 
And thou too ! But I know why thou dost wish 
My reconcilement with the Emperor. 
Poor man ! he hath a small estate in Cam then. 
And fears it will be forfeited because 
He 's in my service. Am I then so poor. 
That I no longer can indemnify 
My servants ? Well ! to no one I employ 
Means of compulsion. If 'tis thy belief 
That fortune has fled from me, go ! Forsake me. 
This night for the last time raayst thou unrobe mc^ 
H h2 
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And tlieii go OTer to thy Emperor. 

OordoQ, good nigbt I I think to make a long 

Sleep of it ; for the struggle and the turmoil 

Of thb last day or two was great. May't please yoo I 

Take care that they awake me not too early. 

lEjit WaUensteiny the Qroam of the Chamber 
Ughtmg Mm. Seni faXLawe, Gordon re^ 
maim on the darhened ttage, following th$ 
Duhe with hit eye, till he disappears at the 
farther end of the gallery ; then by his ge^ 
iures the old man expresses Hie dqtih of his 
angtdshf and stands leaning against a piOar. 

SOENB IV. 
Gordon, Butlbr, {ai first behind the scenes). 

But. {not yet come into view of the stage). Hero 

stand in silence till I gire the signal. 
Gor. (starts up). 'Tis he, he has already brooght 

the murderers. 
But. The lights are out. All lies in profound sleep. 
Oor. What shall I do, shall I attempt to save him ? 
Shall I call up the house ? Ahurm the guards 7 
But. (appears but scarcely on the stage). A light 
gleams hither from the corridor, 
It leads directly to the Duke's bed-chamber. 

Oor. But then I break my oath to the Emperor ! 
If he escape and strengthen the enemy. 
Do I not hereby call down on my head • 

All the dread consequences? 
But. (stepping forward). Hark S Who speaks 

there? 
Oor. 'Tis better, I resign it to the haiidf 
Of ProTidence. For what am I, that I 
Should take upon myself so great a deed! 
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J bave not murdered him, if he be murder'd ; 
But all bis rescae were my act and deed ; 
Mine — and whatever be the con8eqaence% 
I must sustain them. 

But. (advances). I shoiild know thai Toiee* 

Got. Butler! 

But. n^ Gordon. What do you want here? 
Was it so late, then, when the Dake dismissed yoo ? 

Got. Your hand bound up and in a searf ? 

But. 'Tis wounded, 

That mo fought as he were frantic, till 
At last we threw him on the ground. 

Gar. (shuddering). Both dead? 

But. Is he in bed? 

Gar. Ah, Butler 1 

But. Is he ? speak. 

Gar. He shall no/ perish ! Not through you I The 
Heaven 
Refuses yaur arm. See — 'tis wounded I — 

But. There is no need of wy arm. 

Gar. The most guilty 

Have peri8h'd,'ftnd enough is given to justice. 

{ITie Groom of the Chamber advances from 
the gallery, with his finger on his mouth 
canwumding silence. 

Gar. He sleeps 1 O murder not the holy sleep ! 

But. No! he shall die awake. 

{Is going. 
. Gor. His heart still cleaves 

To earthly things ; he's not prepar'd to step 
Into the presence of his God 1 

But. (going). God is merciful ! 

Gar. (holds Mm), Grant him this night's respite. 

But. (hurrying off). The next moment 

May ruin alL 

HH 8 
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Qor. {holds him stiS). One hour !- 



Bui. Unholdme! What 

Can that short respite profit him? 

Oar. O— Time 

Works miracles. In one hoar manf theasaads 
Of grains of sand ran out ; and quick as they. 
Thought follows thought within the human soul. 
Only one hour ! Four heart may change its purpose^ 
Hii heart may change its purpose— some new tidinfj^ 
May come ; some fortunate event, decisive^ 
May &11 from Hearen and rescue him ! O what 
May not one hour achieve ! 

But. You but remind me. 

How precious every ndnute is ! 

{Se stamps on the floor. 

SOBHB V. 

To these enter Maodonald, and DBYBRBUXy wHh 
the Halbbbdibbs. 

Oor. (throwing himselfbetween Mm and them). No, 
monster ! 
First over my dead body thou shalt tread. 
I will not live to see the accursed deed ! 
But. (forcing him out of the way). Weak-hearted 
dotard ! 

[Trumpets are heard in the distance. 
Dev. and Macd. Hark ! The Swedish trumpets I 
The Swedes before the ramparts ! Let us hasten ! 
Gor. (rushes out). O God of mercy ! 
But. (caUing after him). Governor, to your post! 
Oro. of the Cham, (hurries in). Who dares make 

larum here ? Hush ! The Duke sleeps. 
I>ev. (loith a loud harsh voice). Friend, it is time 
now to make larum. 
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Oro, of the Cham, H«lpt 

Murder ! 

Bui. Down with him ! 

Oro. of the Cham, (mn ^r&tigh the hod^ hf Dev^ 
ereuTy fails ai the entrance of thegmfkry). 
Jesas Maria! 

Btit. Burst the doore open . 

[Tkeff rw^ over the body imta the geUer y t wo 
doors are heard to crash one after the other 
— voices deadened by the distance-^Jash of 
arms — then att ai once a profound silence. 

SOBMB VI. 

Coun. Ter. (with a Ugkt). H^ bed-chamber i$ 
empty ; she herself 
Is nowhere to be found ! The Neubrunn too. 
Who watch'd by her, is missing. If she should 
Be flown — But whither flown 7 We must call up 
Every soul in the bouse. How will the Duke 
Bear up against these worst b&d tidings? O 
If that my husband now were but retum'd 
Home from the banquet : Hark ! I wonder whether 
The Duke is still awake ! I thought I hear4 
Voices and tread of feet here ! I will go 
And listen at the door. Hark! What is that? 
^is hastening up the steps ! 

SCBNB VII. 

Countess, Oordon. 

Oor, (rushes in out of breath). Tis a mistake, 
'Tis not the Swedes — Ye must proceed no further- 
Butler ! O God ! Where Is he ? 

[Then observing the Countess. 
Countess! Say 
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Caun. Ton are come then from the Castle 7 Where't 

my haslNMid ? 
Oor, (in an agony of affright). Your husband V- 

Ask not !— To the Duke— 
Coun. Not tiU 

Vou hare discover'd to me 

Oor. On this moment 

Does the worid hang. For God's sake ! to the Duke. 
While we are speaking-— - 

[CaUing loudly. 
Butler! Butler! God! 
Coun. Why, he is at the Castle with my husband ! 
[Butler comes from the gaUery, 
Oor. Twas a mistake— 'Tis not the Swedes— It is 
The Imperialist's Lieutenant-General 
Has sent me hither, will be here himself 
Instantly. — ^You must not proceed. 
But. He comes 

Too late. 

[Oordon dashes himself against the waU» 
Oor. O God of mercy ! 

Coun. What too late? 

Who will be here himself? Octavio 
In Egra ? Treason ! Treason ! Where's the Duke ? 
[Site rushes to the g&Uery. 

SCBNB VIII. 

Bbrtants run across the stage fuU of terror. The 
whole scene must be spoken entirely without pauses. 

Sent, (from the gaUery), O bloody Rightful deed I 

Coun. What is it, Seni ? 

Page, (from the gaUery), O piteous siguti 

[Other servants hasten in with torses 
Com. What is it? For God's sake ! 
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Sefd, And ,do jfou tik t 

Within the Dake lies morder'd— «nd ye«r hisbAad 
AsMssinated at the Castle. 

[The Qmnteti 9Umd$ muftumleu. 
Fern. 8er,(rwhingacro$$ the ttagt). Hdp! Help I 

the DachesB ! 
Burg, (enters). What meant these ooaftis'd 

Loud cries, that wake the sleepers ef this house ? 

Oar. Your house is eurs'd to all eternity* 
In your house doth the Duke lie movdered. 
Burg, {rushing out). Heayee fiN4^ I 

First Ser. Fly! fly! they muider nt aU ! 
Second Ser. {carrying sUmr piaU). That way I 
The lower 
Passages are block'd up. 
Voice, {from behind the scene). Ifajpe room for 
the Lieu tenant-General ! 
\At tiese words the Countess starts from her 
stupor, collects herself, and retires suddenfy^ 
Voices, {from behind the scene). Keep bock the 
people! Guard the door. 



SOBNB IX. 

To these enter Ootavio Piooolomini udth all Ms 
train. At the same time Dbtbrbux and Mao- 
BONALD enter from the Corridor with the 
Halbbrdibrs. WallbnstbihV dead bodg is 
carried over the back part of the stage, wrappea in 
apiece of crimson tapestry. 

Oct. (entering ahruptkf). It must not bet It is not 
posHhle! 
Butler! Qoidool 
I'll not believe it. Say^f 
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Chr. (without anmoering^ paints wun his hand to 

V^ body of Wdllenstein a$it is carried over 

the back of the stage. Octavio looks that 

wt^f amd stands overpowered with horror). 

Den. (to Butler). Heie is the golden fleece— the 

Duke's sword — 
Macd* Is it your order ? 

But. (pointing to Octamo). Here stands ha 

who now 
Hath the sole power to issue orders. 

[Devereux and Macdonald retire with marks 
of cbesiance. One drops away after ike 
other, tiQ only Butler, Octamo, and Crordon 
remain on the stage. 
Oct. (tundng to Butler). Was that my parpos^ 
Butler, when we parted ? 
O God of Justice! 

To thee I lift my hand ! I am not guilty 
Of this foul deed. 

But. Tour hand is pore. You have 

AvaiPd yourself of mine. 

Oct. Merciless man ! 

Thus to abuse the orders of thy lord — 
And stain thy Emperor's holy name with marder^ 
With bloody, most accurs'd assassination ? 
But. (calmly). I've but fulfiU'd the Emperor's own 

sentence. 
Oct. O curse of kings, 
Infusing a dread life into their words, 
And linking to the sudden transcient thought 
The unchangeable, irrevocable deed. 
Was there necessity for such an eager 
Despatch ? Could'st thou not grant the merdful 
A time for mercy ? Time is man's good angd* 
To leave no interval between the sentence. 
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And the fblfilment of it, doth beieem 
God only, the immutable 1 

But. For what 

Rail y oa against me ? What is my offsnoe f 
The empire from a fearful enemy 
Have I delivered, and expect reward. 
The single difference betwixt you and me 
Is this : you plac'd the arrow in the bow ; 
I puU'd the string. You sow'd blood, and yet stand 
Astonish'd that blood is come up. I always 
Knew what I di&, and therefore no result 
Hath power to frighten or surprise my spirit ; 
Have you aught else to order ; for this instant 
I make my best speed to Vienna ; place 
My bleeding sword before my EmperOT's throne^ 
And hope to gain the applause which undelaying 
And punctual obediedce may demand 
From a just judge, [Exit Butler. 



SOBNB X. 

7b these enter the Cottiitbss Tbrstkt, pale and 
duordered. Her utterance U $bw and feeble^ and 
ummpasnon^d. 

Oct. (meeting her). O Countess Tertsky I These 
are results 
Of luckless unblest deeds. 

Caun. They are the fruits 

Of your contrivances. The Duke is dead, 
My husband too is dead, the Duchess struggles 
In the pangs of death, my niece has disappeared. 
This hoose of splendour, and of princely glory. 
Doth now stand desolated : the affrighted seryanta 
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Rash forth Uno^ sll its doora. I am the ktt 
Therein ; I shut it up, and here deliver 
The keys. 

Oct. (wMdeepmnjnMy O CoiuiteHt 

my house too is desolate. 

Coun. Who next is to be mnrder'd 7 Who li matit 
To be maltreated ? Lo ! the Duke is dead. 
The Emperor's yeageanee may be pacified 1 
Spare the old s^rrants ; let not their fidelity 
Be imputed te the fSedthful as a crime — 
The evil destiny surprised my brother 
Too suddenly ; he eonld not think on them. 

Oct, Speak not of r^geance! Speak not of 
maltreatment ! 
The Emp'lor is appeasM ; the heavy fault 
Hath heavily been expiated — nothing 
Descended from the father to the daughter, 
Except his glory and his services. 
The Empress honours your adversity. 
Takes part in your afliictionsy opens to you 
Her motherly arms ! Therefore no farther fears ! 
Yield yourself up in hope and confidence 
Td the Imperial grace ! 

Cami* {wUh her ejfe rau^d to heaven)^ To the 
grace and mercy of a greats Master 
Do I yield up myself.— Where shall the body 
Of the Duke have its place of final rest T 
In the Chartreuse, which he himself did found 
At Gitschen, rests the Countess Wallenstein ; 
And by her side, to whom he was indebted 
For his first fiirtunes, gratefully he wish'd 
He might sometime repose in death | O let him 
Be buried tliere. And likewise> for my husband's 
Remains, I ask the like grace. The Emperor 
Is now proprietor of all our oasties^ 
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Thb sure may well be granted ii»--0De sepulchre 
Beside the sepulchres of our fore&thers I 
Oct. Countess, you tremble, you turn pale ! 
Caun. (reassembles all her powers, and speaks wUk 
energy and dignity). You think 

More worthily of me, than to believe 
I would survive the downfall of my house. 
We did not hold ourselves too mean, to grasp 
After a monarch's crown — the crown did Fate 
Deny, bvt not tiie feding and the spirit 
That to the crown belong ! We deem a 
Courageous death more worthy of our free station 
Than a dishonour'd life. — I have taken poison. 
Oct. Help 1 Help ! Support her ! 
Coun. Nay, it is too late. 

In a few moments is my fiite accomplished. 

[Exit Countess. 
Oct. O house of deatli and horrors I 

\An officer enters, and brings a letter with the 
grecU seal. 
Got. (steps forward and meets him). What is this? 
It is the Imperial seal. 

[He reads the address and delivers the letter to 
Octavio with a look of reproach, and with 
an emphasis on the word. 
To the Prince Plccolomini. 
Oct^ {with his whole frame expressive of sudden an- 
guish^ raises his eyes to heaven. 

The Curtain drops. 
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THE PALI Olr ROBBSPIERRB. 

ACT I. 

SoBNBy ITie T^Ueries. 

Barrere. The tempest gather8--be it mine to seek 
A friendly slielter, ere it bursts upon him. 
But where ? and how 7 I fear the Tyrant's tout-- 
Sudden in action, fertile in resource, 
And rising awful 'mid impending ruins ; 
In splendour gloomy, as the midnight meteor, 
That fearless thwarts the elemental war. 
When last in secret conference we met, 
He scowPd upon me with suspicious rage, 
Making his eye the inmate of my bosom. 
I know he scorns me — and I feel, I hate him — 
Yet there is in him that which makes me tremble ! 

\Exii. 
Enter Tallibn and Leobndrb. 

Tal. It was Barrere, Legendre ! didst thou mark 
him? 
Abrupt he tum'd, yet lingered as he went, 
And towards us cast a look of doubtful meaning. 

Leg. I mark'd him well. I met his eye's lnjst glance ] 
It menaced not so proudly as of yore. 
Methought he would have spoke — ^but that he dared 

not — 
Such agitation darkened on his brow. 

I I a 
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TaL 'Twas all-distrusting guilt that kept from 
bursting 
Th' imprison'd secret struggling in the face: 
E'en as the sudden breeze upstarting onwards 
Hurries the thunder-cloud, that poised awhile 
Hung in mid air, red with its mutinous burthen» 

Leg, Perfidious Traitor 1 — still afraid to bask 
In the full blaze of power, the rustling serpent 
Lurks in the thicket of the Tyianf s greatness, 
Ever prepared to sting who shelters him. 
Each thought, each action in himself converges ; 
And love and friendship on hb coward heart 
Shine like the powerless sun on polar ice : 
To all attach'd, by turns deserting all^ 
Cunning and dark — a necessary villain I 

Tal, Yet much depends upon him — ^well you know 
With plausible harangue 't is his to paint 
Defeat like victory — and blind the mob 
With truth-mixM falsehood. They, led on by him 
And wild of head to work their own destruction. 
Support with uproar what he plans in darkness. 

Leg. O what a precious name is Liberty 
To scare or cheat the simple into slaves ! 
Yes — we must gain him over : by dark hints 
We'll show enough to rouse his watchful fears, 
Till the cold coward blaze a patriot. 
O Danton ! murder'd friend I assist my counsels — 
Hover avound me on sad memory's wings. 
And pour thy daring vengeance in my heart. 
Tallien ! if but to-morrow's fateful sun 
Beholds the Tyrant living — we are dead ! 

Tal. Yet his keen eye that flashes mighty mean- 
ings— 

Leg. Feax not — or rather fear th' altemativei 
And seek for courage e'en in cowardice,— ^- 
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Bat see — hither he comes — let us away I 

His brother with him, and the bloody Gonthoo, 

And high of haughty spirit, youDg St Just 

Enter Robbspibrbb, Couthon, St. Just, and 

ROBBSPIBRRB JUNIOR. 

Bob. What ! did La Fayette fall before my power? 
And did I conquer Roland's spotless virtues ? 
The fervent eloquence of Yergniand's tongue? 
And Brissot's thoughtful soul unbribed and bold? 
Did zealot armies haste in vain to save them ? 
What ! did th' assassin's dagger aim its noint 
Vain, as a dream of murder, at my bosom? 
And shall I dread the soft luxurious Tallien ? 
Th' Adonis Tallien? banquet-hunting Tallien? 
Him, whose heart flutters at the dice-box ? Him, 
Who ever on the harlof s downy pillow 
Resigns his head impure to feverish slumbers I 

St, Just. I cannot fear him — ^yet we must not scorn 
him. 
Was it not Antony that conquer'd Brutus, 
Th' Adonis, banquet-hunting Antony ? 
The state is not yet purified : and though 
The stream runs clear, yet at the bottom lies 
The thick black sediment of all the &ctions-^ 
It needs no magic hand to stir it up ! 

Cou, O we did wrong to spare them — fiital error ! 
Why lived Legendre, when that Danton died? 
And Collot d'Herbois dangerous in crimes ? 
I've fear'd him, since his iron heart endured 
To make of Lyons one vast human shambles. 
Compared with which the sun-scorch'd wilderness 
Of Zara were a smiling paradise. 

St. Just. Rightly thou judgest, Couthou ! He is oae, 
Who flies from silent solitary anguish, 
1X3 
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Seeking forgetful peace amid the jar 

Of elemeotf. The howl of maniac uproar 

Lulls to sad sleep the memory of himsrifl 

A calm is fatal to him — then he feels 

The dire upboilings of the storm within bim. 

A tiger mad with -inward wounds.— -^-I dread 

Tlie fierce and restless turbulence of guilt. 

Rob, Is not the commune ours * The stern tribuiral ' 
Dumas? and Vivier? Fleuriot? and Lou vet? 
And Henriot ? We'll denounce a hundred, nor 
Shall they behold to-morrow's sun roil westward. 

Rob. jun. Nay — I am sick of blood ; my aching 
heart 

Reviews the long, long train of hideous horrors 
That still have gioom'd the rise of the republic. 
I should have died before Toulon, when war 
Became the patriot 1 

Rob. Most unworthy wish ! 

He, whose heart sickens at the blood of traitors. 
Would be himself a traitor, where he not 
A coward I Tis congenial souls alone 
Shed tears of sorrow for each other's fate. 
O thou art brave, my brother ! and thine eye 
Full firmly shines amid the groaning battle — 
Yet in thine heart the woman-form of pity 
Asserts too large a share, an ill-timed guest ! 
There isunsoundn^ in the state — To-morrow 

hall see it claused by wholesome massacre I 

Rob. jun. Beware ! already do the sections mur* 
mur — 

O the great glorious patriot, Robespierre— 
The tyrant guardian of the country's^/rvedom /** 

Cou. 'T were folly sure to work great deeds by halves 
Much 1 suspect the darksome fickle heart 
OfcoldBarrere! 
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Robm I tee tbe villain in him I 

Hob.Jun, If be — if all forsake tbee — what remains? 

Bob. Myself! the steel-strong Rectitude of sool 
And Poverty sublime 'mid eircling virtues ! 
The giant Victories, my counsels form'd, 
Shall stalk around me with sun-glittering plumes, 
Bidding the darts of calumny iall pointless. 

[Exeunt c€Bteri. Manet Couthon. 

Cou. (tobu). So we deceive onrselves ! What g^oodly 
vfftuea 
Bloom on the poisonous branches of ambition ! 
Still, Robespime ! thou'lt guard thy country's freedom 
To despotize in all the patriot's pomp. 
While Conscience, 'mid the mob's applauding clamours, 
Sleeps in thine ear, nor whbpers — ^blood-stain'd tyrant ! 
Yet what is Conscience 7 Superstition's dream. 
Making such deep impression on our ^eep— 
That long th' awaken'd breast retains its horrors I 
But he retumft-^and with him' comes Barrere. 

[Exit Couthon. 
Enter Robsspibrbb and Babrebe. 

Rob, There is no danger but in cowardice. — 
Barrere ! we make the danger, when we/ear it 
We have such force without, as will suspend 
The c<^d and trembling treachery of these members. 

Bar. 'T will be a pause of terror. — 

Bob, But to whom ? 

Rather the short-lived slumber of the tempest, 
Gathering its strength anew. The dastard traitors ! 
Moles, that would undermine the rooted oak I 
A pause I— a moment's j^nae I— 'Tis all their life. 

Bar. Yet much they talk — and plausible their speech* 
Couthon's decree has given such powers, that — 

Bob. That what? 

Bar. The freedom of debate — 
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Rob, Transparent mask ! 

They wish to clog the wheels of government, 
Forcing the hand that guides the vast machine 
To bribe them to their duty — English patriots t 
Are not the congregated clouds of war 
Black all around as ? In our very vitals 
Works not the king-bred poison of rebellion? 
Say, what shall counteract the selfish plottings 
Of wretches, cold of heart, nor awed by fears 
Of iiim, whose power directs th' eternal justice 7 
Terror ? or secret-sapping gold ? The first 
Heavy, but transient as the ills that cause it ; 
And to the virtuous patriot rendered light 
By the necessities that gave it birth : 
The other fouls the font of the republic, 
Making it flow polluted to all ages ; 
Inoculates the state with a slow venom, 
That, once imbibed, must be continued ever. 
Myself incorruptible, I ne'er could bribe them— » 
Therefore they hate me. 

Bar. Are the sections friendly ? 

Rob, There are who wish my ruin — ^but I'll make 
them 
Blush for the crime in blood ! 

Bar, Nay, but I tell thee, 

Thou art too fond of slaughter— and the right 
(If right it be) workest by most foul means ! 

Rob, Self-centering Fear! how well thou canst 
ape Mercy I 
Too fond of slaughter ! matchless hypocrite 1 
Thought Barrereso, when Brissot, Danton died? 
Thought Barrere so, when through the streaming 

streets 
Of Paris red-eyed Massacre o'er-wearied 
RepPd heavily, intoxicate with blood ? 
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And wben (O beayens !) in Lyons' death-red tqiiaTe 
Sick Fancy groan'd o'er putrid bills of slaiB, 
Didst tboa not fiercely laugb, and bless tbe day t 
Why^ thou bast been tbe month-piece of all borron, 
And, like a blood-honnd, crouch'd for mnrder ! Now 
Aloof thou standest from the tottering pillar^ 
Or, like a frighted child behind its mother, 
Hidest thy pale face in tbe skirts of— Mercy ! 

Bar. O prodigality of eloqaent anger I 
Why now I see tboti'rt weak— thy case is desperate ! 
The cool ferocious Robespierre turned scolder 1 

Bc^. Who from a bad man's bosom wards tbe blow 
ReserTes the wetted dagger for his own. 
Denounced twice — and twice I saved his life ! [Exit^ 

Bar, The sections will support them — there's tbe 
point! 
No ! be can never weather out the storm — 
Yet he is sudden in revenge — No more ! 
I must away to Tallien. [Exit. 

ScKirE.— Changes to the house of Adslaidb. 
Adblaidb enters, speaking to a Sbryant. 

Ade, Didst thou present the letter that I gave thee ? 
Did Tallien answer, be would soon return ? 

Ser. He is in tbe Tuilleri cs w ith him Legendre — 
In deep discourse they seem'd ; as I approach'd, 
He waved bis hand as biddmg me retire : 
I did not iatorupt him. lEetums the letter, 

Ade, Thou didst rightly. 

lExit Sbryant. 
O this new freedom ! at how dear a price *: I 

VTe've bought the seeming good ! The peaceful virtue^V / 
And every blandishment of private life, ^ 

The father's cares, tbe mother's fond endearment^ | '\ 

All sacrificed to Liberty's wild riot. * 
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Tbe winged hours, that scattered roses round m^ 
Languid and sad drag their slow course along. 
And shake big gall-drops from their heavy wings. 
But I will steal away these anxious thoughts 
By the soft lang^ishment of warbled air^ 
If haply melodies may lull the sense 
Of sorrow for a while. 

{Soft Music). 
Enter Tallien. 
Tal, Music, my love ? O breathe again that air ! 
Soft nurse of pain, it soothes the weary soul 
Of care, sweet as the whisper'd breeze of evening 
That plays around the sick man's throbbing temples. 

Song. 

Tell me, on what holy ground 
May domestic peace be found ? 
Halcyon daughter of the sikies. 
Far on fearful wing she flies. 
From the pomp of sceptred state, 
From the rebel's noisy hate. 

In a cottaged vale she dwells, 
Listening to the Sabbath bells 1 
Still around her steps are seen 
Spotless Honor's meeker mien, 
Love, the fire of pleasing fears, 
Sorrow smiling through her tears ; 
And, conscious of the past employ. 
Memory, bosom-spring of joy. 

Tdl. I thank thee, Adelaide ! 't was sweet, though 
mournful. 
But why thy brow o'ercast, thy cheek so wan f 
Thou look'st as a lorn maid beside some stream 
That sighs away the soul in fond despairing. 
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While Sorrow sad, like the dank willow near her. 
Hangs o'er the troubled fountain of her eye. 

Ade. Ah ! rather let me ask what mystery lowers 
On Tallien's darken'd brow. Thou dost me wrong — 
Thy sonl distemper'd, can my heart be tranquil ? 

TaL Tell me by whom thy brother's blood was spilt ? 
Asks he not vengeance on these patriot murderers 7 
It has been borne too tamely. Fears and curses 
Groan on our midnight beds^ and e'en our dreams 
Threaten the assassin hand of Robespierre. 
He dies ! — nor has the plot escaped his fears. 

Jde, Yet — yet — be cautious! much I fear the 
Commune — 
The tyrant's creatures, and their fate with his 
Fast link'd in close indissoluble union. 
The Pale Convention — 

Tal. Hate him as they fear him, 

Impatient of the chain, resolved and ready. 

Ade, Th' enthusiast mob, Confiision's lawless sons — 

TaJ. They are aweary of his stern morality, 
The fair-mask'd o&pring of ferocious pride. 
The sections too support the delegates : 
All — all is ours ! e'en now the vital air 
Of Liberty, condensed awhile, is bursting 
(Force irresistible !) from its compressure— 
To shatter the arch-chemist in the explosion ! 
Enter Billaud Varrknes and Bourdon l'Oisb. 

[Adelaide retires. 

Bourdon VOise. Tallien ! was this a time for amor- 
ous conference ? 
Henriot, the tyrant's most devoted creature, 
Marshals the force of Pans : the fierce club. 
With Vivier at their head, ialoud acclaim 
Have sworn to make the guillotine in blood 
Float on the scaffold.— But who comes here 7 
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Enter Barrebb abruptly. 
Bar, Say, are ye friends to Freedom ? I am hej'si 
Let aS| forgetful of all common feuds, 
Kally around her shrine ! E'en now the tyrant 
Concerts a plan of instant massacre ! 
BiUattd Varennes. Away to the Conyention ! with 
that voice 
So oft the herald of glad victory, 
Rouse their fallen spirits, thued^ in their ears 
The names of tyrant, plunder, assassin ! 
The violent workings of my soul within 
Anticipate the monster's blood ? 

[Gry Jrom the street qf—^^ No 7h/rarU ! Down 
with tlieTyraniP' 
Tai. Hear ye that outcry ? — If the trembling mem* 
bers 
Even for a moment hold his &te suspended, 
I swear, by the holy poniard that stabb'd Caesar, 
This dagger probes hu heart ! IJExeunt onmes. 



ACT II. 

SoBNE. — The Convention. 

Bob. (mounts the Tribune). Once more befits it 
that the voice of Truth, 
Fearless in innocence, though leagner'd round 
By Envy and her hateful brood of hell, 
Be heard amid this hall ; once more befits 
The patriot, whose prophetic eye so oft 
Has pierced through faction's veil, to flash on crimes 
Of deadliest import. Mouldering in the grave 
Sleeps Capet's caitiff corse ; My daring hand 
Jievell'd to earth his blood-cemented throne, 
My voice declared his guilt, and stirr'd np Franc* 
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To call for vengeaDce. I too dag the grave 

Where sleep the Girondists, detested band I 

Long with the show of freedom they abused 

Her ardent sons. Long time the well-tum'd phrase. 

The high-fraoght sentence, and the lofty ton« 

Of declamation, thiinder'd in this hall. 

Till reason 'midst a labynnth of words 

Perplex'd, in silence seem'd to yidd assent 

I durst oppose. Soul of my honor'd friend I 

Spirit of Marat, upon thee I call — 

Thou know'st me ^thful, luaow'st with what warm 

zeal 
{ urged the cause of justice, stripp'd Uie mask 
From Faction's deadly visage, and destroyed 
Her traitor brood. Whose patriot arm hufl'd dowu 
Herbert and Rousin, and the villain friends 
Of Danton, foul apostitto 1 these, who long 
Mask'd Treason's form in Liberty's fair garb. 
Long deluged France with blood, and durst defy 
Omnipotence I but I, il seems, am &]sel 
I am a traitor too ! I — Bobespierre ! 
I— at whose name the dastard despot brood 
Look pale with fear, and call on saints to help them I 
Who dares accuse me ? who shall dare belie 
My spotless name ? Speak, ye accomplice band, 
• Of what am I accused 7 of what strange dime 
Is MazimiUisA Bobespi^fe accused, 
That through this hall the buss of diseoQtent 
Should murmur ? who shall speak I 

BiUaud Varennes. O patriot tongue, 

Belying the foul-^ieart ! Who was it urged. 
Friendly to tyrants, that accurst decree 
Whose influence, brooding o'er this hallow'd hall. 
Has chiU'd each tongue to silence. Who destroy'd 
The freedom of debate, and carried throu^ 
K K 
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The fatal law, that doomM the delegates. 
Unheard before their eqaals, to the bar 
Where cruelty sat throned, and murder reign'd 
With her Dumas coequal ? Say — thou man 
Of mighty eloquence, whose law was tliat ? 

Cou, That law was mine. I urged it — I proposed — 
The voice of France assembled in her sons 
Assented, though the tame and timid voice 
Of traitors murmur'd.< I advised that law — 
I justify it. It was wise and good. 

Bar, Oh, wondrous wise, and most convenient too ! 
I have long mark'd thee, Robespierre— and now 
Proclaim thee traitor — tyrant ! \L(md applauses. 

Rob. It is well. 

I am a traitor ! oh, that I had fallen 
When Regnault lifted high the murderous knife ; 
Regnault, the instrument belike of those 
Who now themselves would fain assassinate, 
And legalize their murders. I stand here 
An isolated patriot — hemm'd around 
By Auction's noisy pack ; beset and bayM 
By the foul hell-hounds who know no escape 
From Justice' outstretched arm, but by the force 
That pierces through her breast. 

[Murmur Sy and shouts of— Down with the tyrant ! 

Boh. Nay, but I will be heard. There was a time, 
When Robespierre began, the loud applauses 
Of honest patriots drown'd the honest sound. 
But times are changed, and villany prevails. 

CoUot cTHerbois. No— viDany shall fall. France 
could not brook 
A monarch's sway — sounds the dictator's name 
More boothing to her ear 7 

Bourdon VOUe. Rattle her chains 

More musically now than when the liand 



THB FALL OF ROBBSPIEBBB. 675 

Of Brissot forged ber fetters, or the crew 
Of Herbert thundered oat their blasphemies 
And Danton talk'd of virtue ? 

Bob. Oh, that Brissot 

Were here again to thunder in this hall 1 
That Herbert lived, and Danton's giant form 
ScowFd once again defiance ! so my soul 
Might cope with worthy foes. 

People of Franoei 
Hear me ! Beneath the vengeance of the law, 
Traitors have perish'd countless ; more survive : 
The hydra-headed faction lifts anew 
Her daring front, and fruitful from her wounds, 
Cautious from past defeats, contrives new- wiles 
Against the sons of Freedom. i 

TdL Freedom lives! 1 

Oppression falls — for France has felt her chains,! 
Has burst them too. Who traitor-like stept form 
Amid the hall of Jacobins to save ( 

Camile Desmoulins, and the venal wretch 
D'Eglantine? 

Rob, I did — for I thought them honest. 

And Heaven forefend that vengeance ere should strike 
Ere justitie doom'd the blow. 

Bar, Traitor, thou didst — 

Yes, the accomplice of their dark designs, 
Awhile didst thou defend them, when the storm 
Lower'd at safe distance. When the clouds frowned 

darker, 
Fear'd for yourself and left them to their fate. 
Oh, I have mark'd thee long, and through the ve>^ 
Seen thy foul projects. Yes, ambitious man^ 
Self-wili'd dictator o'er the realm of France, 
The vengeance thou hast plann'd fc* patriots 
Falls on thy head. Look how thy brother's deea» 

K K 2 
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Dishonour thine ! He the firm patriot, 
Thoa the foul parricide of Liberty ! 

Boh. jwfu Barrere — attempt not meanly to divide 
Me firom my brother. I partake his guilt. 
For I partiJLe his virtue. 

Bob. Brother, by my soul 

More dear I hold thee to my heart, Uiat thus 
With me thou darest to tread the dangerous path 
Of virtue, than that Nature twined her cords 
Of kindred round us. 

Bar. Yes, allied In guilt. 

Even as in blood ye are. Oh, thou worst wretch, 
Thou worse than Sylla ! hast thou not proscribed, 
Yea, in most foul anticipation slaughter'd. 
Each patriot representative of France ? 

Bourdon FOise, Was not the younger Csesar too to 
reign 
O'er all our valliant armies in the touth. 
And still continue there his merchant ^vilest 

Bob. jun. His merchant wiles I Oh, grant md 
patience. Heaven 1 
Was Is by merchant wiles I gain'd you back 
Toulon, when proudly on her captive towers 
Waved high the English flag ? or fought I then 
With merchant wiles, when sword in hand I led 
Your troops to conquest ? Fought I merchant-like^ 
Or barter'd I for victory, when death 
Strode o'er the reeking streets with giant stride, 
And shook his ebon plumes, and sternly smiled 
Amid the bloody banquet ! when appall'd, 
The hureling sons of England spread the sail 
Of safety, fought I like a merchant then 7 
Oh, patience ! patience ! 

Bourdon VOise. How this younger tyrant 

Mouths out defiance to us ! even so 
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He had led on the armies of the aouth^ 

Till once again the plains of Frimce were drench'd 

With her best blood. 

CoUot d'Herbois. Till once again displayed* 
Lyons' sad tragedy had callM me forth 
The minister of wrath, whilst slaughter by 
Had bathed in human blood. 

Dubaia Crance. No wonder, fnend. 

That we are traitors — that onr heads must fall 
Beneath the ax of death ! When Caesar-like 
Reigns Robespierre, 't is wisely done to doom 
The fall of Brutus. Tell me, bloody man. 
Hast thou not parcelled out deluded France, 
As it had been some province won in fight, 
Between your curst triumvirate? You, Couthon, 
Go with my brother to the southern plains ; 
St. Just, be yours the army of the north ; 
Meantime I rule at Paris. 

Boh. Matchless knave I 

What — not one blush of conscience on thy cheek — 
Not one poor blush of truth ! Most likely tale ! 
That I who ruin'd Brissot's towering hopes, 
I who discovered Herbert's impious wiles, 
And sharp'd for Danton's recreant neck the ax, 
Should now be traitor ! had I been so minded. 
Think ye I had destroyed the very men 
Whose plots resembled mine ! Bring forth your proo& 
Of this deep treason. Tell me in whose breast 
Found ye Uie fatal scroll ? or tell me rather 
Who forged the shameless falsehood ? 

CoUot dPHerhois. Ask you proofi 7 

Robespierre, what proofe were ask'd when Brissot died? 

Leg, What proofs adduced you when the Danton 
died? 
When at the imminent peril of my life 
K K 3 
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I rose, and fearless of thy frowning broifi 
Proclaim^ him guiltless ? 

Rob. I remember well 

The fatal day. I do repent me much 
That I kill'd Cassar and spared Antony. 
But I have been too lenient. I hare spared 
The stream of blood, and now ray own must flow 
To fill the current. [Loud appUmses. 

Triumpn not too soon. 
Justice may yet be rictor. 

Enter St. Just, and mounts the TrQmne. 

Si. Just. I come from tiie committee— charged to 
speak 
Of matters of high import. I omit 
Their orders. Representatives of France^ 
Boldly in his own person speaks St. Just 
What his own heart shall dictate. 

Tal. Hear ye thiff. 

Insulted delegates of France ? St. Just 
From your committee comes— comes chatged to vpeeik 
Of matters of high import — yet omits 
Their orders ! Representatives of France, 
That bold man I denounce, who disobeys 
The nation's orders. — I denounce St. Just 

[Loud iqfpiau9es^ 

St. Just. Hear me ! [Violent murmurs. 

Bob. He shall be heard I 

Bourdon VOise. Must we contaminate this sacred 
hall 
With the foul breath of treason ? 

CoUot d*fferbois. Drag him away ! 

Hence with him to the bar. 

Cou. Oh, just proceedings ! 

Robespierre prevented liberty of speech — 
And Robespierre is a tyrant ? Tallien reigns. 
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He dreads to hear the voice of innoeeno^— 
And St Just must be silent ! 

Leg, Heed we well 

That justice guide our actions. No light imp<»t 
Attends this day. I move St. Just be heard. 

Fri, Inviolate be the sacred right of man, 
The freedom of debate. \yioteni appioMae, 

St. Jtut, I may be heard, then ! much the tbnet 
are changed 
When St. Just thanks this hall for hearing him. 
Robespierre is call'd a tyrant. Men of France, 
Judge not too soon. By popular discontent 
Was Aristides driven into exile, 
Was Pliocion murder'd ? Ere ye dare pronounce 
Robespierre b guilty, it befits ye well. 
Consider who accuse hiro. Tallien, 
Bourdon of Oise — the very men denounced. 
For their dark intrigues disturbed the plan 
Of government. Legendre, the sworn friend 
Of Danton, fall'n apostate. Dubois Crance, 
He who at Lyons spared the royalists — 
Collotd'Herbois— 

Bourdon VOise. What — shall the traitor rear 
His head amid our tribune — and blaspheme 
Each patriot 7 shall the hireling slave of faction— 

St. Jutt^ I am of no faction. I contend 
Against all Actions. 

Tal, I espouse the cause 

Of truth. Robespierre on yester-mom pronounced 
Upon his own authority a report 
To-day St. Just comes down. St Just neglects • 
What the committee orders, and harangues 
From his own wiU. O citizens of France, 
I weep for you — I weep for my poor country — 
I tremble for the cause of Liberty, 
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When individaaU shall assume the sway. 
And with more insolence than kingly pride 
Role the repablic 

BiQaud Varetmes, Shudder, ye representatives of 
France, 
Shudder with horror. Henriot commands 
The marshall'd force of Paris — Henriot, 
Foul parricide — the sworn ally of Herbert, 
Denounced by all — upheld by Robespierre. 
Who spared La Yallette ? who promoted him, 
Stain'd with the deep dye of nobility ? 
Who to an ex-peer gave the high command ? 
Who screened from justice the rapacious thief? 
Who cast in chains the friends of Liberty ? 
Robespierre, the self-styled patriot Rob^pierre — 
Robespierre, allied with villain Daubign^ — 
Robespierre, the foul arch-tyrant Robespierre. 

Bourdon rOise. He talks of virtue — of morality — 
Consistent patriot ! he, Daubign^'s friend ! 
Henriof s supporter virtuous ! Preach of virtue. 
Yet league with villains, for with Robespierre 
Villains alone ally. Thou art a tyrant ! 
I style thee tyrant, Robespierre I [Lotid applauses. 

Rob. Take back the name, ye citizens of France — 
[Violent clamour. Cries of — JDoum with the 
T\/rant. 

Tal. Oppression falls. The traitor stands appall'd- . 
Guilt's iron fangs engrasp his shrinking soul — 
He hears assembled France denounce his crimes ! 
He «ees the mask torn from his secret sins — 
He trembles on the precipice of fate. 
FalFn guilty tyrant ! murder'd by thy rage, 
How many an innocent victim's blood has stain'd 
Fair Freedom's altar ! Sylla-like, thy hand 
Mark'd down the virtues, that thy foes removed. 
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Perpetaal Dictator thou mightst ttlpk^ 

And tyrannize o'er France, and eall it fireedom I 

Long time in timid guilt the traitor plann'd 

His fearful wiles— success embolden'd sin— 

And his stretch'd arm had grasp'd the diadem 

Ere now, but that the coward's heart recoil'd^ 

Lest France awaked, should rouse her finom her dreaa^ 

And call aloud for vengeance. He, like CeBsar^ 

With rapid step urged on hb bold careef, 

Even to the summit of ambitious poWer, 

And deem'd the name of King alone was Wftntiug. 

Was it for this we hurl'd proud Capet down T 

Is it for this we wage eternal war 

Against the tyrant horde of murderers, 

The crown'd cockatrices whose foul venom 

Infects all Europe ? was it then for this 

We swore to guard our liberty with life, 

That Robespierre should reign ? the spirit of freedom 

Is not yet sunk so low. The glowing flame 

That animates each honest Frenchman's heart 

Not yet extinguished. I invoke thy shade. 

Immortal Brutus ! I too wear a dagger ; 

And if the representatives of France, 

Through fear or &vour, should delay the sword 

Of justice, Tallien emulates thy virtues ; 

Tallien, like Brutus, lifts the avenging arm ; 

Tallien shall save his country. [Violent applauses. 

BiUaud Varennes. 1 demand 

The arrest of the traitors. Memorable 
Will be this day for France. 

Bob. Yes! memorable 
This day will be for France for villains triumph. 

Lehas. I will not share in this day's damning guilt 
Condemn me too. 

\Oreat cry — Down with the Tyrants f 
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{Th$ two RoBBSPiBRRBS, CouTHON, St. Just and 
Lbbas are led off). 



ACT III. 

SoBiTB. — Continues, 

CoUot cPHerboii. Ceesar is fallen ! The baneful tree 
of Java, 
Whose death-distilling boughs dropt poisonous dew. 
Is rooted from its base. This worse than Crouiweny 
The austere, the self-denying Robespierre, 
Even in this hall, where once with terror mute 
We listened to the hypocrite's harangues, 
Has heard his doom. 

BiUaud Varennes. Yet must we not suppose 
The tyrant will fall tamely. His sworn hireling 
Henriot, the daring desperate Henriot 
Commands the force of Paris. I denounce him. 
Fr^, I denounce Fleuriot too, the mayor of Paris. 

JSnter Dubois Cranck. 
Dubois Craned, Robespierre is rescued. Henriot 
at the head 
Of the arm'd force has rescued the fierce tyrant 
CoUat d^Herbois, Ring the tocsin— call all the citi- 
zens 
To save their country — never yet has Paris 
forsook the representatives of France. 

Tat. It is the hour of danger. I propose 
This sittiixg be made permanent. [Loud applauses, 
Collot d^Herbois, The National Convention shall 
remain 
Finn at its post. 

Enter a Mrssengrr. 
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Me$. Robespierre has reached the Commime. Thej 
espoase 
The tyrant's cause. St. Just is up in arms I 
St. Jost — ^the young ambitious bold St. Just 
Harangues the mob. The sanguinary Couthon 
Thirsts fer your Uood. [Tocsin ring$. 

TViZ. Thtte tyrants are in arms against the law: 
Outlaw the rebels. 

Enter Mbblin of Douat. 
Mer, Health to the representatives of France ! 
I past this moment through the armed force — 
They ask'd my name — and when they heard a delegate^ 
Swore I was not the friend of France. 
Cdlot dPHerboU, The tyrants threaten us, as when 
ihey tum'd 
The canon's mouth on firissot. 

Enter another Mbssbn gbb. 
Second Me$, Yivier harangues the Jacobins— the 
club 
Bspouse the cause of Bobespierre. 

Enter another MBSSSHeBB. 
TMrd Mee. All's lost— the trrant triumnhs. Hen- 
lioikiiic 

The soldiers to his aid. ^Already 1 hear 

The rattling cannon destined to surround 
This sacred halL 

Tal Why, we will die like men then ! 

The representatives of France dare death. 
When duty steels their bosoms. 

[Zoud appkaueu 
TdL (addressing the ffdBerU$). Citizens! 

France is insulted in her delegates — 
The majesty of the republic is insulted— 
l^rants are up in arms. An armed force 
Threats the Convention. The Convention swean 
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[Violent appUnues/ram theffoUer 
Citizen C^HWH ^t^ve). We too sw^igr 

To die^ or KiYe Aq QWBt^, Follow me, 

[4^ the men quU tlmgaSImm* 
JBnter another M£a«9ff ^«|^. 

Henriot is tiJiW, Tb|S9e c^* y^mr bn^v^ soldiers 
Swoie ttM^ wiHiU «9n9 tb^ rel>el ql^^e ^^yran^^ 
Or perish in Ae«tl«ilip(« Ai lie pi^tr«fU'4 
1!lM|ilMft«s of P«M» stinmg up the weh^ 
They seized hinu [4ni4mM#if 

BttM ForsiMds. I^t the iieiMi <tf ^icM k»Te 
men 
Iato to the fatare day. 

Enter Bo^woir Ji'O^gR, iimvijI I|» /wmrf. 

[4ppUuues. 
TbNMH^ tibe throng X r«9V4ft 
Brandishing nty g^ sword to ^im^i^ i^ blade 
Q«Wiii.A«^ifAfiibMurt^ The timid r^bd» 
Give way. I met the soldiery — I spaj&e 
Of the dictator's crumes^— of patriots chaia'd 
In dark deep dudgeons by his lawless rage-r^ 
Of knaves secure beneath his fostering ppwer. 
I vgrif» <?f liberty, Their bonest hearts 
Caught the wiMrm^ flsjne. The general sbo^t bvr9t forAy 
** Live the Convention — Down with Robespierre V* 

{Applausesn 
\$fm(i^from mtht^^Doim vftft ^ 7)(r€tnt . 
Tal. I hear, I he^ thi^ qoul-in8pirJfl|j 8^^^d§, 
Prance shall b§ |fty'4 \ her gexi^WUft ^oi?s, attw^ed 
T\> principleff^ not pi^rsQn^ spur^ the idol 
They wwWpp'4 oftcew Xes, Rob«lpi«nfe sh^ &U 
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As Capet fdlf Oh! nererlet nsdaem 
That France shall crouch beneath a tyrantV tfawM^ 
That the almighty people who hare broke 
On their oppressors' heMls the oppressire cfaai% 
Will court again their fetters ! easier were it 
To hvri the doad*capt moantain tnm itabasti 
Than force the bonds of darery nfoa men 
Detennioed to be free ! [^Applau§e9» 

Enter Lbgbn d&b^ a pmtei in an§ kitndy keys in th9 
cdmr. 

Leg. (JSnging dawn the keys), Soviet the m«ti^ 
nous JacoUas meet now 
In the open air. [Ltmd appbaae$, 

A fiietious toibuleitt party 
Lording it o'er the state sinee Danton died. 
And with him the Corddters. — A hireling baad 
Of loud-tonguad orator* contrdl'd the club, 
And bade them bow the knee to Robespiefie. 
^vier haa 'seaped me. Cune his coward heart*- 
This frtte-fieaoghl tnbe of Joalioe in my hand, 
I rush'd into the hall. He markM mtae eye 
That beamM iU patriot anger, and flash'd fnU 
With death^-deBOUBciBg meaning. 'Mid the thveag 
He nuBgled. I pursued— but staid my hand, 
Lsst ha^y I might shed the innocent bloed. 

\Applau$e8, 

FH, They tod( ftom me my tioket of admission — 
Expell'd me from thdr sittings. — Now, forsooth, 
Humbled and trembling re-insert my name ; 
Bat Fr^ron enters not the dub again 
Till it be purged of guilt— till, purified 
Of tyrants and of traitors, honest nun 
May breathe the air in safety. 

\SlumUfrom wUhmtt 

Bm. What means this uproar? if the tyrant band 
a & 
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Shoald gain the people once again to rise — 
We are ai dead ! 

TdL And wherefore fear we death t 

Did Bmtns fear it ? or the Grecian friends 
Who buried in Hipparchm' breast the sword. 
And died triumphant ? Cosar should fear death : 
Brutus must scorn the bugbear. 

{Shouts Jrom without Live the Conventiou.'^ 
Down with the tyrants \ 
Tal. Hark! again 

The sounds of honest Freedom ! 

Enter DEPuriBS^om the Sbotiors. 
Citizen, Citizens ! representatives of France ! 
Hold on your steady course. The men of Paris 
Espouse your cause. The men of Paris swear 
They will defend the delegates of Freedom. 

Tal. Hear ye this^ Colleagues ? hear ye this^ my 
brethren ? 
And does no thrill of joy pervade your breasts? 
My bosom bounds to rapture. I have seen 
The sons of France shake off the tyrant yoice ; 
I have, as much as lies in mine own arm, 
HurPd down the usurper.--Come death when it will, 
I have lived long enough. {Shouts without^ 

Bar, Hark ! how the noise increases ! through the 
gloom 
Of the still evening— harbinger of death, 
Kings the Tocsin ! the dreadful generale 
Thunders through Pans — 

{Cry withoutf—Down with the T}prant. 
Enter Lbooikt&b. 
Lee. So may eternal justice blast the foes 
Of France I so perish all the tyrant brood, 
As Robespierre has perish'd ! Citizens, 
Cttsar 18 taken. {Loud and repeated e^apiauics. 
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I marvel not, that with sach fearless fron^ 

He brared oar rengeance, and with angry eye 

ScowPd ronnd the hall defiance. He relied 

On Henriot's aid— the Commune's villain friendship^ 

And Henriot's boughten saeeonrs. Ye hare heard 

How Henriot rescued him — how with open arms 

The Commune welcomed in the rebel tyrant — 

How Fkuriot aided, and sedidoos Vivier 

Stirr'd up the Jacobins. All had been lost— 

The representatives of France had perishM— 

Freedom had sunk beneath the tyrant arm 

Of this foul parricide, but that her spurit 

Inspired the men of Paris. Henriot call'd 

'< To arms " in vain, whilst Bourdon's patriot Toici 

Breathed eloquence, and o'er the Jacobins 

Legendre frown'd dismay. The tyrants fled — 

They reach'd the Hotel. We gather'd round— W6 

caU'd 
For vengeance I Long time, obstinate in despair, 
With knives they hack'd around them. Till foreboding 
The sentence of the law, the clamorous cry 
Of joyful thousands hailing their destruction, 
Each sought by suicide to escape the dread 
Of death. Lebas succeeded. From the window 
Leapt the younger Robespierre, but his fractured limb 
Forbad to escape. The self-will'd dictator 
Plunged often the keen knife in his dark breast, 
Yet impotent to die. He lives all mangled 
By his own tremulous hand ! All gash'd and gored, 
He lives to taste the bitterness of Death. 
Even now they meet thdr doom. The bloody Couthon, 
The fierce St. Just, even now attend their tyrant 
To fidl beneath the ax. I saw the torches 
Flash on their visages a dreadful light — 
I saw them whilst the bhick blood roU'd adown 
L Ii 2 
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Each stem iMe, even then with dauntless eje 
Scowl roond contemptaoos^ dying as they lived. 
Fearless of fate ! [Loud and repeated appkm&ea. 

Bar. {mownU the Tribune). For ever baUew'd be 
tfaw gl(»rious day, 
When Freedom, bursting her oppressive chain, 
Tramples on the oppressor. When the tyrant, 
Hurrd from his blood-'cemented throne by tbe«mi 
Of the almighty people, meets the death 
He plann'd for thousands. Oh I my sickening heart 
Has sunk within toe, when the various woes 
Of my brave coontry crowded o'er my brain 
In ghastly numbers — wl^n assembled hordes, 
Dragg'd firom their hovels by despotic power, 
KushM o'er her frontiers, plunder'd her lair hamlets. 
And sack'd her populous towns, and drenched with 

blood 
The reeking fields of Flanders. — When within. 
Upon her vitals prey'd the rankling tooth 
Of treason ; and oppression, giant form. 
Trampling on freedom, left the alternative 
Of slavery, or of death. Even from that day. 
When, on the guilty Capet, I pronounced 
The doom of injured France, has Faction rear'd 
Her hated head amongst us. Roland preachM 
Of mercy — the uxorious dotard Roland, 
The woman-govem'd Roland durst aspire 
To govern France ; and Petion talk'd of virtne. 
And Yergniaud's eloquence, like the honeyed tongue 
Of some soft Syren, wooed us to destruction. 
We triumph'd over these. On the same scafibld 
Where the last Louis pour'd his guilty blood. 
Fell Brissot's head, the womb of darksome treasons. 
And Orleans, villain kinsman of the Capet, 
And Herbert's atheist crew, whose maddening hand 



THB FALL OF R0BB8PIEERS. 



880 



Ilurrd down the altars of the livbg Qod, 

\\ ith ull the infidel's intolerance. 

Thu lust worst traitor triumphed — triumphed loagf 

Secured by matchless villany. fiy turns 

Defending and deserting each accomplice* 

As interest prompted. In the goodly soil 

Of Freedom, the foul tree of treason struck 

Its deep-fix'd roots, and dropt the dews of deatb, 

On all who slumber'd in its specious shade. 

He wove the web of treachery. He caught 

The listening crowd by his wild eloquence^ 

His cool ferocity, that persuaded murder, 

Even whilst it spake of mercy I — Never, never 

Shall this regenerated country wear 

The det-pot yoke. Thoug|i myriads round assail, 

And with worse fury urge this new crusade 

Tlian savages have known ; though the leagued d*» 

spots 
Depopulate all Europe, so to pour 
The accumulated mass upon our coasts, 
^Sublime amid the storm shall France arise. 
And like the rock amid surrounding waves 
Bcpel the rushing ocean. — She shall wield 
The thunderbolt of vengeance — she shall dI 
*rbe dcspof 8 pride^ and liberate the world i 
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ODE ON THE DEPARTING YEAB.« 

STROPHE I. 

Spirit ! who sweepest the wild harp of Time, 
It is most hM*d with an jin troubled ear 
Thy dark inwoven harmonies to hear ! 
Yet, mine eye fixM on Heaven's unchanging clime^ 
Long had I listened, free from mortal fear, 
With inward stillness, and a bowed mind : 
When lo ! iar onwards waving on the wind 
I saw the skirts of the Departing Year 1 
Starting from my silent sadness 
Then with no unholy madness. 
Ere yet the enter'd cloud forbade my sight, 
I raised th' impetuous song, and solemniz'd his flight. 

STROPHE II. 

Hither from the recent tomb. 
From the prison's direr gloom, 
From poverty's heart-wasting languish. 
From distemper's midnight anguish ; 
Or where his two bright torches blending. 
Love illumines manhood's maze ; 

• This Ode wm written on the 24th, astb^ uid 86th dayi of Do- 
Mnber, 1796; and poUiehed separatelj on the last day of the year. 
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Or where o'er cradled infants beading 

Hope has fixed h^ wishful gaxe : 
Hither, in perj^exed danoe, 
Ye JVTpes, and young-eyed J<^ adwioe f 
By Time's wild harp, and by the famd 

Whose indefatigable sweep 

Forbids its fateful strings to deep, 
I bid you haste, a mix'd tumultuous buMl ; 

From every private bower, ^ ^ 
And each domestic heartfi", 

Haste for one solemn hour^ /^ 

And with a loud and yet a louder Toiff 

O'er Nature struggling in pbrtentojj 
Weep and rejoicb ! 

Still echoes the dread name that o'er the earth 
Let slip the storm, and woke die brOod of Hell ; 

And now advance in saintly jubilee 
Justice and Truth ! They, too, have heard the speH, 

They, too, obey thy name, divinest Liberty ! ♦ 

EPODB I. 
I mark'd Ambition in his war-array ! • 

I heard the mailed Monarch's troublous cry— 
** Ah ! wherefore does the Northern Conqueress stay 1 
Groans not her chariot o'er its onward way V • 
Fly ; mailed monarch fly ! 
Stunn'd by Death's ^' twice mortal " mace. 
No moro on murder's lurid face 
The insatiate hag shall gloat with drunken eye 1 
Manes of the unnumber'd slain ! 
Ye that g^p'd on Warsaw's plain I 
Ye that erst at Ismail's towcTi 

When human ruin chok'd the stretm^ 
Fell in conquest's glutted hour. 
Mid women's shrieks and infimti' screamil 
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Whose sbrieks, whose screams were yam to stir 
Load-laughingy red-eyed Massacre I 
Spirits of th' uncoffin'd slain. 

Sudden blasts of triumph swellings 
Oft, at night, in misty train. 

Rush around her narrow dwelling^I 
Th' exterminating fiend is fled— 

(Foul her life, and dark her doom) 
Mighty army of the dead 

Dance, like death-fires, round her tomb ! 

«i prophetic song relate, 
e sceptred murderer^s &te ! 
i ANTISTBOPHE I. 

D«p«Mlg Year! 'twas on no earthly shore 
My soul beheld thy vision ! Where alone, 
Voiceless and stem, before the cloudy throne, 

Aye Memory sits ; there, garmented with gore, 

With many an unimaginable groan 
Thou stored'st thy sad hours ! Silence ensued, 
Deep silence o'er th' ethereal multitude, 

Whose wreathed locks with snow-white glories elioii'), 
Then, his eye wild ardours glancing, 
From life choired gods advancing. 

The Spirit of the Earth made reverence nieer, 

Ana stood up beautiful before the cloudy seat ! 

▲NTISTROPHB II. 

On every harp, on every tongue, 
While the mute enchantment hung ; 
Like midnight from a thunder-doud, 
Spake the sudden Spirit loud— - 
<< Thou in stormy blackness thronmg 

Love and ancreated light, 
By the Earth's unsolac'd groaninjip. 

Seize thy terrors, Arm of might 1 
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By Belgium's cone impeded flood !* 
By Vendee's steaming brother's blood J 
By Peace with proffer'd insult scar'd, 
Masked bate and envying scorn ! 
By years of havoc yet unborn ! 
And Ii anger's bosom to the frost-wmds Imt^d 1 
But chief by Afric's wrongs, 

Strange, horrible, and foul ! 
By what deep guilt belongs 
To tiie deaf Senate, < full of gifts and lies ! ' 

By wealth's insensate laugh ! by torture'^JNifrl ! 

Avenger, rise ! ^ 

For ever shall the bloody Island scow t l ^ ^' > 
For aye, unbroken, shall her cruel bow 

Shoot famine's arrows o'er thy ravag'd world ? 
Hark ! how wide Nature joins her groann>elow ! 
Rise, God of Nature, rise ! Ah why those bolti 
unhurl'd?" 

EPODB II. 

The voice had ceas'd, the phantoms fled ; 
Yet still I gasp'd and reel'd with dread. 
And ever, when the dream of night . 
Renews the vision to my sight, 
Cold sweat-damps gather on my limbs ; 

My ears throb hot ; my eye-balls start ; 
My brain with horrid tumult swims ; 

Wild is the tempest of my heart ; 
And my thick and struggling breath 
Imitates the toil of deatli ! 
No stranger agony confounds 

The soldier on the war-field spread, 
When all foredone with toils and wounds, 

Death-like he dozes among heaps of dead 1 

•llMBlliM. 
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(The strife is o'er, the day-ligbt fled, 
And the night-wind clamours hoant I 

See ! the startful wretch's head 
Lies pillowed on a brother's corse !> 

O doom'd to fall, enslay'd and vile, 
O Albion ! O my mother Isle ! 
Thy valleys, fair as Eden's bowers, 
Glitter green with sunny showers ; 
Thy grassy uplands, gentle swells 

Bcho to the bleat of flocks ; 
(Those grassy hills, those glitf ring dells 

♦ipoudly ramparted with rocks) 
And Ocean mid his uproar wild 
Speaks siiely to hh island*child. 
Heuce for many a fearless age 

Has social quiet lov'd thy shore ; 
Nor ever sworded foeman's rage 

Or sack'd thy towers, or stained thy fields with 
gore. 
Disclaiin'd of heaven ! mad av'rice at thy side 
At coward distance, yet with kindling pride — 
Safe 'mid thy herds and corn-fields thou hast stood. 
And join'd the yell of famine and of blood ! 

All nations curse thee ; and with eager wond'ring 
Shall hear Destruction, like a vulture, scream ! 
Strange-eyed Destruction, who with many a dream 

Of central fires thro' nether seas uptbund'ring 
Soothes her fierce solitude ; yet, as she lies 

By livid fount, or roar of blaung stream. 
If ever to her lidless dragon-eyes, 
O Albion ! thy predestin'd ruins rise, 
The fiend-hag on her perilous couch doth ieap, 
Mtttfring distemper'd triumph in her charmed 
sleep. 
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Away, my soul» away f 
In yain, in yain, the birds of warning tmg — 
4nd hark ! I hear the famish'd brood of prey 
Flap their lank pennons on the groaning wind ! 
Away, my soul, away ! 
ly unpartaking of the evil thing, 
With daily prayer, and daily toil 
Soliciting for food my scanty soil, 
Have wail'd my country with a loud lament. 
Now I recentre my immortal mind 

In tlie deep sabbath of blest self-content : 
Cleansed from the fears and anguish that bedim 
God's image, sister of the Seraphim. 



MONODY ON THE DEATH OF 
CHATTERTON. 

When faint and sad o'er Sorrow's desert wild 
Slow journeys onward poor Misfortune's child ; 
When fades each lovely form by fancy dress'd, 
And inly pines the self-consuming breast ; 
(No scourge of scorpions in thy right arm dread, 
No helmet terrors nodding o'er thy head,) 
Assume, O Death ! the cherub wings oT Peace, 
And bid the heart-sick wanderer's anguish cease I 

Thee, Chattbrton ! yon anblest stones protect 
From want, and the bleak freezings of neglect ! 
Escap'd the sore wounds of affliction's rod 
Meek at the throne of mercy, and of God, 
Perchance, thou raisest high th' enrapiar'd hymn 

Amid the blaze of Seraphim ! 
Yet oft ('tis nature's call) 
I weep, that heaven-bom genius so should fall \ 



M UOJMWIf OK THB DEATH OF OHATTX&TOK. 

And oft, in fkney'» saddest hour, my soul 

Averted diadders at the poison'd bowl. 

Now groant mj sickening heart, as still 1 irUm 

Thy oorae of livid hne : 
And now a flash of indignation high 
Darts thro' the tear, that glistens in mine eye ! 

Is this the land of song-ennobled line ? 
Is this the land, where Genius ne'er in vain 

Pour'd forth his lofty strain ? 
Ah me ! yet Spenser, gentlest bard divine. 
Beneath chill disappointment's shade, 
His weary limbs in lonely anguish lay'd : 

And o'er her darling dead 

Pity hopeless hung her head, 
While " mid the pelting of that merciless storm," 
Sunk to the cold earth Otway's famish'd form ! 

Sublime of thought, and confident of fame, 
From vales where Avon winds the Minstrel * came. 

Eight-hearted youth ! he hastes along, 

And meditates the future song. 
How dauntless iElla fray'd the Dacyan foes ; 

See, as floating high in air 

Glitter the sunny visions fair. 
His eyes dance rapture, and his bosom glows ! 

Yes ! clad in nature's rich array, 
And bright in all her tender hues, 
Sweet tree of hope ! thou loveliest child of spring 
Most fair didst thou disclose thine early bloom, 
Loading the west-winds with its soft perfume ! 
And ^cy, elfin form of gorgeous wing, 

* Avwi, * riv«r near Bristol, the birthplace of Chatterton. 
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Ob every blossom huog her fostering dews, 
i'bat, changeful, wantpn'd to the orient day I 
Bat soon upon thy poor unsheltered head 
Dia penury her sickly mildew shed : 
Anik Dvon the scathing Lightening bade thee stand 
In frowning horror o'er the blighted land 1 

Ah ! where dre fled the charms of vernal Grace, 
And Joy's wild gleams, light-flashing o'er thy feoet 

)f onth of tumultuous soul, and haggard eye ! 
Thy wasted form, thy hurried steps I view, 
On thy cold forehead starts the anguish'd dew : 
And dreadful was that bosom-rending sigh I 

Such were the struggles of the gloomy hour. 
When Care, of withered brow, 

Prepar'd the poison's power : 
Already to thy lips was rais'd the bowl, 

When near thee stood Aflection meek 

(Her bosom bare, and wildly pale her cheek) . 
Thy sullen gaze she bade thee roll 
On scenes that well might melt thy soul ; 
Thy native cot she flash'd upon thy view, 
Thy native cot, where still, at close of day, 
Peace smiling sate, and listen'd to thy lay 
Thy Sister's shrieks she bade thee hear, 
And mark thy Mother's tear ; 

See, see her breast's convulsive throe, 
Her silent agony of woe ! 
Ah ! dash the poison'd chalice from thy hand! 

And thou had'st dash'd it, at her soft command. 
But that Despair and Indignation rose, 
And told again "the story of thy woes^ 
Told the keen insult of th' unfeeling heart ; 
The dread dependence on the low-bom mind } 
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Told every pang, with which thy soul must smart, 
Neglect, and grinning Scorn, and Want combinM ! 
Recoiling quick, thou bad'st the friend of pain 
Boll the black tide of Death thro' every freezing 
vein! 

Ye woods ! that wave o'er Avon's rocky steep, 
To Fancy's ear sweet is your murm'ring deep ! 
For Jiere she loves the cypress wreath to wave ; 
Watching, with wistful eye, the sad'ning tints of eve. 
Here, far from men, amid this pathless grove, 
m solemn thought the Minstrel wont to rove, 
Like star-beam on the slow sequester'd tide 
Lone-glittering, thro' the high tree branching wide. 
And here, in Inspiration's eager hour. 
When most the big soul feels the mad'ning pow'r, 
These wilds, these caverns roaming o'er, 
Round which the screaming sea-gulls soar, 
With wild unequal steps he pass'd along. 
Oft pouring on the winds a broken song : 
Anon, upon some rough rock's fearful brow 
Would pause abrupt — and gaze upon the waves below 

Poor Chatterton! he sorrows for thy fate 
Who would have prais'd and lov'd thee, ere too late, 
Poor Chatterton ! farewell ! of darkest hues 
This chaplet cast I on^thy unshap'd tomb , 
But dare no longer on the sad theme muse ; 

Lest kindred woes persuade a kindred doom : 
For oh ! big gall-drops, sliook from Folly's wing. 
Have blacken'd the fair promise of my spring ; 
And the stem Fate traiispierf d with viewless dart 
The last pale Hope, that shiver'd at my heart ! 
Hence, gloomy thoughts! no more my soul shalldwell 
On joys that were ! No more endure to weigh 
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The Bhame and anguish of the evil day. 
Wisely forgetful ! O'er the ocean twdl 
Sublime of Hope I seek the cottag'd deD^ 
Where Virtue calm with careless step may stray ; 
Andy dancing to the moon-light ronndelayi 
The wizard Passion weaves an holy spell ! 

Chatterton ! that thoa wert yet alive I 
Sure thouwould'st spread the canvass to thegak^ 

And love, with us, the tinkling team to drive 
O'er peaceful Freedom's undivided dale. 

And we, at sober eve, would round thee throng 

Hanging, enraptur'd, on thy stately song ! 

And greet with smiles the young-eyed Poesy 

All deftly mask'd, as hoar Antiquity. 
Alas vain Phantasies ! the fleeting brood 
Of Woe self solac'd in her dreamy mood ! 
Yet will I love to follow the sweet dream, 
Where Susquehannah pours his untam'd stream ; 
And on some hill, whose forest-frowning side 
Waves o'er the murmurs of his calmer tide, 
Will raise a solemn Cenotaph to thee, 
Sweet Harper of time-shrouded Minstrelsy! 
And there, sooth'd sadly by the durgeful wind, 
Muse on the sore ills I had left behind. 



SONGS OF THE PIXIES. 

Thb Pixies, in the tupentition of Deronshire, tat m nm of beinga 
invisibly •mall, and harmleu or firiendlj to man. At a tmall dia* 
tance f^m a Tillage in that country, half way up a wood-covered 
hill, is an ezcavation, called the Pixiea' Parlour. The roots oi old 
trees form its ceiling; and on its sides are innumerable cyphers, 
among which the author discovered his ow|i cypher and those of hie 
brothers, cut by the band of their childhood. At the foot of the hill 
' ibws the river Otter. To this place the author conducted a party 
ci young ladies, during the summer months of the year 1793* ona U 
M M 2 
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whom, of fttetnre elegftntlj amall, and of complexion eoloaikm fti 
clear, waa proclaimed the Fairy Queen, on which occasion, And at 
wliich time, the following irregular ode was written. 



Whom the untaught Shepherds call 
Pixies in their madrigal^ 
Fancy's children, here we dwell : 
Welcome, Ladies ! to our cell. 
Here the wren of softest note 

Builds if s nest and warbles well ; 
Here the blackbird strains his throat : 

Welcome, Ladies! to -our cell. 

II. 
When fades the moon all shadowy pal^ 
And scuds the cloud before the gale. 
Ere Morn, with living gems bedight 
Streaks the East with purple light, 
We sip the furze-flow'r*s fragrant dews 
Clad in robes of rainbow hues 
Richer than the deepen'd bloom , 
That glows on Summer's scented plume : 
Or sport amid the rosy gleam, 
Sooth'd by the distant tinkling team. 
Whilst lusty Labour, scouting sorrow. 
Bids the Dame a glad good morrow, 
Who jogs th' accustom'd road along. 
And paces cheery to her cheering song. 

III. 
But not our filmy pinion 

We scorch amid the blaze of day 
When Noontide's fiery-tressed minion 
Flashes the fejrvid ray. 
Aye, from the sultry heat 
We to the cave retreat. 
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Ceroanopied by huge roots mtertwinM 
With wfldest texture, blacken'd o'er with agt : 
Round them their mantle green the iyies lund. 

Beneath whose foliage pale 

Fanned by the unfrequent gale 
We shield us from the Tyrant's mid-day lagt, 

IV. 

Thither, while the murm'ring thron|f 
Of wild bees hum their drowsy song, 
By Indolence and Fancy broaght, 
A youthful Bard, ** unknown to fiune,'' 
Woos the Queen of Solemn Thought, 
And heaves the gentle mis'ry of a sigh, 

(mazing with tearful eye, 
As round our sandy grot appear 
Many a rudely sculptured name 

To pensive Mem'ry dear ! 
Weaving gay dreams of sunny-tinctur'd hue 
We glance before his view : 
0*er his hush'd soul our soothing witcheries shed 
And twine our &iiy garlands round his head. 

V. 

When Evening's dusky t»r, 

Crown'd with her dewy star, 
Steab o'er the fading sky in shadowy flight ; 

On leaves of aspem trees 

We tremble to the breeze, 
Veil'd from the grosser ken of mortal sight 

Or, haply, at the visionary hour, 
Along our wild sequestred walk, 
We4isten to th' enamoured rustic's talk ; 
Heave with the heavings of the maiden's breast, 
Where young- eyed Loves have built their turtle nest; 
Or, guide of soul-subduing power, 

If M 3 
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Th' electric flashy that from the melting ey* 
Darts the fond qaestioi; and the soft reply. 



Or tnro' the mystic ringlets of the vale 
We flash our faiiy feet in gamesome prank ; 
Or^ silent^sandal'd, pay our defter court 

Circling the Spirit of the Western Gale, 
Where, wearied with his flower-caressing sport, 
Supine he slumhers on a violet bank ; 
Then with quaint music hymn the parting gleam, 
By lonely Otter's sleep-persuading stream, 
Or where his wave with loud unquiet song, 
Dash'd o'er th^ rocky channel, froths along ; 
Or where his silver waters smoothed to rest. 
The tall tree's shadow sleeps upon his breast 



VII. 

Hence ! thou lingerer Light ! 
Eve saddens into Night. 
Mother of wildly-working drtams ! we view 
The sombre hours, that round thee stand. 
With down-cast eyes (a duteous band !) 
Their dark robes dripping with the heavy dew. 
Sorceress of the ebon throne ! 
Thy power the Pixies own. 
When round thy raven brow 
Heaven's lucent roses glow. 
And clouds, in watery colours drest, 
Float in light drapery o'er thy sable vest ; 
What time the pale moon sheds a softer day, , 

Mellowing the woods beneath its pensive beam: 
For mid the quivering light 'tis ours to play. 
Aye dancing to the cadence of the stream. 
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vru. 

Welcome, Ladies 1 to the eel]. 
Where the blameless Pixies dwell, 
Buttbouy sweet nymph! proclaim'd oorFauryQi 
With what obeisance meet 
Thy presence shall we greet ? 
For lo 1 attendant on thy steps are 
Graceful Ease in artless stole. 
And white-rob'd Purity of soul, 
With Honour's softer mien : 
Mirth of the loosely-flowing hair, 
And meek ey'd Pity eloquently iaur 
Whose tearful cheeks are lovely to the view, 
As snow-drop wet with dew. 

IX. 

Unboastful Maid ! tlio' now the Lily pale 

Transparent grace thy beauties meek ; 
Yet ere again along th' impurpling vale, 
The purpling vale and elfin-haunted grove, 
Young Zephyr his fresh flowers profusely throws 

We'll tinge with livelier hues thy cheek ; 
And, haply, from the nectar-breathing Rose 
Extract a blush for Love ! 

THE ROSE. 

As late each flower that sweetest blows 
I pluck'd, the Garden's pride ! 

Within the petals of a Rose 
A sleeping love I spied. 

Around his brows a beamy wreath 

Of many a lucent hue ; 
All purple glow'd his dieek bebeath, 

Inebriate with dew. 



THB ROSE. 

I foftty neH^d th' ungaarded Power, 

Nor scar'd his balmy rest ; 
And plac'd him^ cag'd witbin the flowe^ 

On spotless Sara's breast. 

But when unweeting of the guile 

Awoke the prisoner sweet. 
He straggled to escape awhile. 

And stamp'd his (airy feet. 

Ah ! soon the soul entrancing-sight 

Subdued th' impatient boy ! 
He gaz'd 1 he thrill'd with deep delight t 

Then clapp'd his wings for joy. 

And oh ! he cried — " Of magic kind 
What charm this Throne endear ! 

Some other Love let Venus find 
I'll fix my empire here." 

THE KISS. 

One, kiss, dear Maid ! I said and sigh'd — 
Your scorn the little boon denied. 
Ah why refuse the blameless bliss ? 
Can danger lurk within a kiss ? 

Yon viewless Wand'rer of the vale, 

The Spirit of the Western Gale, 

At Morning's break, at Evening's close 

Inhales the sweetness of the Rose, 

And hovers o'er th' uninjnr'd Bloom 

Sighing back the soft perfume. 

Vigour to the Zephyr's wing 

Her nectar-breadiing Kisses fling ; 

And He the glitter of the l>ew 

Scatters on the Hose's hue. 
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Bashful lo ! she bends her heftdy 
And darts a blush of deeper Red ! 

Too well those lovely lips disclose 
The Triumphs of the op'ning Bote ; 
O iair ! O graceful ! bid them prove 
As passive to the breath of Love. 
In tender accents, faint and low, 
Well-pleas'd I hear the whispered " No V* 

The whispered *< No" how little meant ! 

Sweet Falsehood, that endears Consent^ 
For on those lovely lips the while 
Dawns the soft relenting smile, 
And tempts with feign'd dissuasion coy 
The gentle violence of Joy. 



TO A YOUNG ASS. 

ITS MOTHER BEING TBTHBRBD NEAR IT. 

Poor little Foal of an oppressed Race ! 
I love the languid Patience of thy face : 
And oft with gentle hand I give thee bread, 
And clap thy ragged Coat, and pat thy head. 
But what thy dulled Spirits hath dismay'd, 
That never thou dost sport along the glade ? 
And (most unlike the nature of things young) 
That earthward still thy moveless head is hung ? 
Do thy Prophetic Fears anticipate, 
Meek Child of Misery ! thy future fate ? — 
The starving meal, and all the thousand aches 
Which patient Merit of the Unworthy takes? 
Or is thy sad heart thrill'd with filial pain 
To see thy wretcned Mother's shortened Chiiii T 

Arid truly, very piteous is her Lot 

Chained to a Log wittun a narrow spot 
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Where the cloee-eaten Graas is scarcely i 

While sweet around her waves the tempting Green ! 

Poor Am ! thy Master should have learnt to show 

Pity— best taught by fellowship of Woe ! 

For much I fear me, that he lives, like the^ 

Half-famish'd in a land of Luxury ! 

How askingly its footsteps hither bend ? 

It seems to say, *' And have I then one Friend V 

Innocent Foal ! thou poor despis'd Forlorn ! 

I hail thee Brother — ^spite of die fool's scorn ! 

And taXn would take thee with me, in the Dell 

Of Peace and mild Equality to dwell. 

Where Toil shall call the charmer Health his Bride, 

And Laughter tickle Plenty's ribless side ! 

How thou wouldst toss thy heels in gamesome play, 

And frisk about as Lamb or Kitten gay ! 

Yea 1 and more musically sweet to me 

Thy dissonant harsh Bray of Joy would be, 

Than warbled Melodies that sooth to rest 

The aching of pale Fashion's vacant breast ! 



THE SIGH. 

When Youth his fairy reign began 
Ere Sorrow had proclaimed me man ; 
While Peace the present hour beguird. 
And all the lovely Prospect smil'd : 
Then, Mary ? 'mid ray lightsome glee 
I heav'd the painless Sigh for thee. 
And when, along the waves of woe, 
My har^'d Heart was doom'd to know 
The frantic Burst of Outrage keen. 
And the slow Pang that gnaws unseen { 
Then shipwreck'd on Life's stormy lea 
I heav'd an anguish'd Sigh for thee i 



THE SIOH. 

Bat soon Beflection's power imprest 
A stiller sadness on my breast ; 
And sickly Hope with waning eye 
Was well content to droop and die : 
I yielded to the stem decree. 
Yet heay'd a languid Sigh for thee I 
And tho' in dbtant climes to roam, 
A wanderer from my native home, 
I fain would sooth Uie sense of Care 
And lull to sleep the Joys, that were ! 
Thy Image may not banish'd be — 
Still, Mary ! still I sigh for thee. 

DOMESTIC PEACE. 
Trll me, on what holy ground 
May Domestic Peace be found ? 
Halcyon Daughter of the skies, 
Far on fearful wings she flies, 
From the pomp of sceptered State, 
From the Rebel's noisy hate. 
In a cottag*d vale She dwells 
Listening to the Sabbath bells ? 
Still around her steps are seen 
Spotless Honour's meeker mien, 
• Love, the sire of pleasing fears, 
Sorrow smiling through her tears. 
And conscious of the past employ 
Memory, bosom-spring of joy. 
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EPITAPH ON AN INFANT. 

Ere Sin could blight or Sorrow hde^ 
Death came with friendly care ; 

The opening bud to Heaven conTey'd 
And bade it blossom theie. 
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WRITTBN AT THE KIKQ'B ABMBf ROSS, FORMBRLT 
THS HOUSE OF THE '^ MAN OF ROSS." 

Higher than Miser o'er his countless hoards, 
Nobler than Kings, or king-polluted Lords, 
Here dwelt the Man of Ross I O Traveller, hear ! 
Departed Merit claims a reverent tear. 
Beneath this roof if thy cheer'd moments pass, 
Fill to the good man's name one grateful glass : 
To higher zest shall Mem'ry wake thy soul. 
And Virtue mingle in th' ennobled bowl. 
Friend to the Friendless, to the sick man health, 
With Generous joy he viewed bis modest wealth ; 
He hears the widow's heaven-breath'd prayer of praise. 
He marks the sheltered orphan's tearful gaze, 
Or where the sorrow-shrivel'd captive lay, 
Pours the bright blaze of Freedom's noon-tide ray. 
But if, like me, thro' life's distressful scene 
Lonely and sad thy pilgrimage hath been ; 
And if, thy breast with heart-sick anguish fraught, 
Thou journeyest onward tempest-toss'd in thought ; 
Here cheat thy cares ; in generous visions melt, 
And dream of Goodness, thou hast never felt ! 



LINES 

TO ▲ BEAUTIFUL SPRING IN A VILLAGE. 

Once more, sweet Stream ! with slow foot wandering 

near 
I bless thy milky waters cold and clear. 
Escaped the flashing of the noontide boors, 
With one fresb garland of Pierian flowers, 
(Ere from thy zephyr-haunted brink I turn) 
My languid band shall wreath thy mosqr un* 
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For not thro' pathless grove with m armor rode 
Thoo soothest the sad wood-nyioph, Solitode : 
Nor thine onseen in oavem depths to well, 
The Hermit-Foontaia of some dripping cell ! 
Pride of the Vale I thy useful streams sopply 
The scattered cots and peaoefal hamlet nigh. 
The elfia tribe aroond thy fiiendly banks 
With in&nt oproar and soul-soothing pranks, 
Beleas'd from scbool, their little hearts at rest, 
Launch paper nayies on thy waveless breast. 
The rostic here at eye with pensive look 
Whistling lorn ditties leans upon his crook, 
Or starting pauses with hope-mingled dread 
To list the moch-loVd maid's accustomed tread : 
She vainly mindful of her dame's commaud. 
Loiters, the long fill'd ^tcher in her hand. 
Unboasted Stream! thy fount with pebbled falls 
The feded form of past delight recalls, 
What time the morning sun of Hope arose, 
And all was joy ; save when another's woes 
A transient gloom upon my sonl imprest. 
Like passing clouds impictured on thy breast. 
Life's current then ran sparkling to the noon 
Or silv'ry stole beneath the pensive Moon. 
Ah ! now it works rude brakes and thorns among, 
Or, o'er the rough rock bursts and foams along I 



LINES ON A FRIEND 

WHO DIBD OP A FRENZY PEVER, ISiDVOED BT 
OALUMNIOUS REPORTS. 

Edmund ! thy grave with aching eye I scan. 
And inly groan for Heaven's poor outcast— Mm 1 
'Tis tempest all or gloom : in early youth. 
If gifted with the Ithoriel lance of 'lYoth 
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We force to start amid her feign'd careM^ 

Vice, siren-hag ! in natiye ogUneeSy 

A brother't &te will haply roase the tear. 

And on we go in heayiness and fear I 

But if onr fond hearts call to Pleasore's bower 

Some pigmy Folly in a careless hour. 

The fiuthless guest shall stamp th' enchanted ground. 

And mingled forms of Mis'ry rise around : 

Heart-fretting Fear, with pallid lool^ aghast, 

That courts the future woe to hide the past ; 

Remorse the poison'd arrow in his side ; 

And loud lewd Mirth, to Anguish close allied . 

Till Frenzy, fierce-eyed child of moping pain, 

Darts her hot lightning flash athwart the brain. 

Rest, injured shade ! Shall Slander squatting near. 
Spit her cold yenom in a dead man's ear ? 
'Twas thine to feel the sympathetic glow 
In Merit's joy, and Poverty's meek woe ; 
Thine all, that cheer the moment as it flies, 
The zoneless Cares, and smiling Courtesies. 
Nurs'd in thy heart the firmer Virtues grew, 
And in thy heart they wither'd 1 Such chill dew 
Wan Indolence on each young blossom shed ; 
And Vanity her filmy net-wdrk spread. 
With eye Uiat roll'd around in asking gaze. 
And tongue that traffick'd in the trade of praise, 
Thy follies such ! the hard world mark'd them well-* 
Were they more wise, the proud who ncyer fell ? 
Rest, injur'd shade ! the poor man's grateful prayer 
On heaven-ward wing thy wounded soul shall bear. 
As oft as twilight gloom thy grave I pass 
And sit me down upon its recent gnm^ 
With introverted eye I contemplate 
Similitude of soul, perhaps of— Fate I 
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To me hath Heaven with boanteons hand aitign'd 
Energetic Reason and a shaping mind. 
The daring ken of Truth, the Patriot's part. 
And Pity's sigh, that breathes the gentle heart 
Sloth-janndic'd all 1 and from my graspless hand 
Drop Friendship's precious pearls, like hour-glass sand* 
I weep, yet stoop not ! the faint anguish flows, 
A dreamy pang in Morning's feverish doze. 

Is this pil'd earth our Being's passless mound ? 

Tell me, cold grave ! is Death with poppies crown'd 7 

Tir'd Centinel ! 'mid fitful starts I nod. 

And fain would sleep, though pillow'd on a clod I 



TO A YOUNG LADY, . 

WITH ▲ POBM ON THB FRBNOH BBVOLUTION. 

MuoH on my early youth I love to dwell, 
Bre yet I bade that friendly dome farewell, 
Where first, beneath the echoing cloisters pale, 
I heard of guilt and wonder'd at the tale ! 
Yet tho' the hours flew by on careless wing. 
Full heavily of sorrow would I sing. 
Aye as the star of evening flung its beam 
In broken, radiance on the wavy stream. 
My soul, amid the pensive twilight gloom, 
Moum'd with the breeze, Lee Boo ! o'er thy tomb: 
Where'er I wander'd. Pity still was near, 
Breath'd from the heart and glisten'd in the tear: 
No knell that toU'd, but fili'd my anxious eye. 
And suflrring Nature wept that one should db 1 

Thus to lad sympathies I sooth'd my breast. 
Calm as the rainbow in the weeping West : 
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^19 TO A TOUNO LADY. 

MThen slnmb'ring Freedom rous'd by high Disdda 

With g^ant fury buret her triple chain ! 

Fierce on her front the blasting Dog-star glowed 5 

Her Banners, like a midnight Meteor, flow'd : 

Amid the yelUng of the storm-rent skies 

She came, and scatter'd batUes from her eyes S « 

Then exultation wak'd the patriot fire 

And swept with wilder hand th' Alcoen lyre : 

Red from the Tyrant's wound I shook the lance, 

And strode in joy the reeking plains of France 1 

Fall'n is th' oppressor, friendless, ghastly, low, 
And my heart aches, tho' Mercy struck the blow. 
With wearied thought once more I seek the shade, 
Where peaceful Virtue weaves the Mjrrtle braid. 
And O I if Eyes, whose holy glances roll, 
Swift messengers, and eloquent of soul ; 
If Smiles more winning, and a gentler Mien 
Than the love- wilder 'd Maniac's braui hath seen 
Shaping celestial forms in vacant air, 
If these demand th' empassion'd Poef s care — 
If Mirth, and soften'd Sense, and Wit refinM, 
The blameless features of a lovely mind ; 
Then haply shall my trembling hand assign 
No fading wreath to Beauty's saintly shrine. 
Nor Sara ! thou these early flowers refuse- 
Ne'er lurk'd the snake beneath theur simple hues: 
No purple bloom the Child of Nature brings ^ 
From Flatf ry's night-shade : as he feels, he rings. 

TO A FRIEND, 

TOOBTHBR "WITH AN UWFINI8HBD POBM. 

Thus fer my scanty brain hath built the rlijuM 
Elaborate and swelling : yet the heart 
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Not owns it. From thy spirit breathlnnf powers 
I ask not now, my friend ! the aiding verte. 
Tedious to thee, and from thy anxious thought 
Of dissonant mood. In fancy (well I know) 
From business wand'ring far and local caret, 
Thou creepest round a dear-loVd Sister's bed 
With noiseless step, and watchest the faint look^ 
Soothing each pang with fond solicitude, 
And tenderest tones medicinal of love. 

I too a Sister had, an only Sister 

She lovM me dearly, and I doted on her ! 
To her I pour'd forth all my puny sorrows, 
(As a sick Patient in his Nurse's arms) 
And of the heart those hidden maladies 
That shrink asham'd from even Friendship's eye. 
! I have woke at midnight, and have wept. 
Because she was not ! — Cheerily, dear Charles I 
Thou thy best friend shalt cherish many a year : 
Such warm pressages feel I of high Hope. 
For not uninterested the dear maid 
I've view'd, her soul affectionate yet wise. 
Her polish'4 wit as mild as lambent glories 
That play around a sainted infimf s head. 
He knows (the Spirit that in secret sees. 
Of whose omniscient and all spreading Love 
Aught to implore* were impotence of mind) 
That my mute thoughts are sad before his throne, 
Prepar'd, when he his healing ray vouchsafes, 
To pour forth thanksgiving with lifted heart, 
And praise Him Gracious with a Brother's Joy I 

* I utterly recant the Mntiment contuned in the Linet^* 
Of whoM omniscient and all-ipreading Lots 
Aught to implore where impotence of mind, 
it bdng written in Scripture, " Ask, and it ahall be given 7011," and 
mj human reaaon being moreover convinced of the pioprlet* of 
ofering pettHowt aa well aa thanks^vinga to Deity. 
IV N 3 
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SONNETS, 

ATtMMmi^ n THB MANNBR OP TH> BIT. W. !■• BOWl.lt 



SONNET I. 

My heart has thank'd thee, Bowles! for those soft 

strains 
Whose sadness soothes me, like the marmnring 
Of wild-bees in the sunny showers of spring ! 
For hence not callous to the mourner's pains 
Thro' Youth's gay prime and thomless paths I went : 
And when the darker day of life began, 
And I did roam, a thought bewilder'd man ! 
Their mild and manliest melancholy lent 
A mingled charm, which oft the pang consign'd 
To slumber, tho' the big tear it renew'd : 
Bidd^Tg such strange mysterious pleasure brood 
Oyer the wavy and tumultuous mind, 
As made the soul enamour'd of her woq 
No common praise, dear Bard t to thee I owe I 

SONNET II. 

ON A DISGOYERT MADB TOO LATE. 

Thou bleedest, my poor Heart ! and thy distrets 
Reas'ning I ponder with a scornful smile 
And probe thy sore wound sternly, tho' the whils 
Swoln be mine eye and dim with heaviness. 
Why didst thou listen to Hope's whisper bland ? 
Or list'ning, why forget the healing tale, 
When Jealousy with feverish fancies pale 
Jarr'd thy fine fibres with a maniac's hand ? 
Faint was that Hope, and rayless I — ^Tet 'twat fiur 
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And tooUi'd with nany a dream the hour of rest ; 
Tboa sboold'st haye loved it most, when most oppieis'd* 
And nmn'd it with an agony of Care, 
Ev'n as a Mother her sweet infant heir. 
That wan and sickly drops upon her bretal I 

SONNET ni. 

Thou gentle Look, Utat didst my soul beguile^ 
Why hast thou left me ? Still in some fond dream 
Revisit my sad heart, auspicious Smile ! 
As falls on closing flowers the lunar beam : 
What iime, in sickly mood, at parting day 
I lay me down and think of happier years ; 
Of Joys, that glimmer'd in Hope's twilight ray 
Then left me darkling in a vale of tears. 

pleasant days of Hope — for ever flown I 
Could 1 recai you ! — But that thought is vain. 
Availeth not Persuasion's sweetest tone 

To lure the fleet-wing'd Travellers back again : 
Yet fair, tho' faint, their images shall gleam 
Like the bright Bainbow on an evening stream. 

SONNET IV. 

TO THB BIYSR OTTBR. 

Dbar native Brook ! wild Streamlet of the West ! 

How many various-fated years have past, 

What blissful and what anguish'd hours, since last 

1 skimm'd ^e smooth tliin stone along thy breast 
Numbering its L'ght leaps ! Yet so deep imprest 
Sink the sweet scenes of Childhood, that mine eyes 
1 never shut amid the sunny blaze, 

But straight with all their tints thy waters rise, 
Thy crossing {dank, thy margin's willowy man. 
And bedded sand that, vein'd with various dies. 
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Gleam'd thro' thy bright transparence to the gaie ! 
Visions of Childhood ! oft have ye beguiPd 
Lone Manhood's cares, yet waking fondest sighs. 
Ah I that once more I were a careless Child ! 

SONNET V. 

COMPOSBO WHILE CLIMBING THE LEFT ASCENT OP 

BROOKLET COOMB^ IN THE COUNTY OF 

SOMERSET^ VJLY, 1795. 

With many a pause and ofit reverted eye 

I climb the Coomb's ascent : sweet songsters near 

AVarble in shade their wild-wood melody : 

Far oiF th' unvarying Cuckoo soothes my ear. 

Up scour the startling stragglers of the Flock 

That on green plots o'er precipices browze : 

From the forc'd fissures of the naked rock 

The Yew tree bursts ! beneath its dark green boughs 

(Mid which the May-thorn blends its blossoms white) 

Where broad smooth stones jut out in mossy seats, 

I rest. — And now have gain'd the topmost site. 

Ah ! what a luxury of landscape meets 

My gaze ! Proud Towers, and Cots more dear to me 

Elm-shadow'd Fields, and prospect-bounding Sea ! 

Deep sighs my lonely heart : I drop the tear : 

Enchanting spot ! O were my Sara here I 

SONNET VI. 

Sweet Mercy ! how my very heart has bled 
To see thee, poor Old Man ! and thy grey hairs 
Hoar with the snowy blast ; while no one cares 
To clothe thy shrivell'd limbs and palsied head. 
My father ! throw away this tatter'd vest 
That mocks thy shiv'ring ! take my garment— Bse 
A young man's arm ! I'll melt these frozen dews 
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That hang from thy white beard and namb ttiybrean. 

My Sara too shall tend thee, like a Child : 

And thou shalt talk, in our fire side's recess. 

Of purple Pride, that scowls on Wretchedness. — 

He did not scowl, the Galilean mild, 

lYbo met the Lazar tum'd from rich man's doors, 

And call'd him Friend, and wept upon his sores ! 



SONNET VII. 

Palb Boamer, thro' the Night ! thou poor Foriom ! 
Remorse that man on his death-bed possess. 
Who in the credulous hour of tenderness 
Betray'd, then cast thee forth to Want and Scorn. 
The world is pityless ; the Chaste one's pride. 
Mimic of Yirtne, scowls on thy distress : 
Thy Loves and they that envied thee deride : 
And vice alone will shelter Wretchedness 1 
O ! I am sad to think, that there should be 
Cold-bosom'd lewd ones, who endure to place 
Foul off<»ingi on the shrine of Misery, 
And force from Famine the caress of Love ! 
May He shed healing on thy sore disgrace, 
He, the great Comforter that rules above ! 

SONNET VIIL 

TO THB AUTHOK OF " THE K0BBBR8." 

SoHiLLBR ! * that hour I would have wish'd to die. 
If thro' the shudd'ring midnight I had sent 

* One Bicht in Winter, on leaving a CoUege-friend'e room, with 
whom I had rapped, I careleMly took awaj with me ** The Robbers" 
a drama, the very name of wUch I had never before heard 4^ ;— 
a winter midnight— the wind high—and "The Bobbers" for the 

first time The readers of Schiller will etmeeire what I felt. 

Schiller introduces no sujilmatival beings ; yet his human heinga 
agitate and astonish, more than all the goblin rout eren of ifi aks* 
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From the dtrk Dungeon of the Tower time-rent 
That fearful voice, a iambh'd Father's crj^ 
That in no after moment aught less vast 
Might stamp me mortal 1 A triumphant shont 
Black Horror scream'd and all her gobUn rotU, 
From the more withering scene diminished past 
Ah ! Bard tremendous in sublimity ! 
Could I behold thee in thy loftier mood^ 
Wand'ring at eve with finely frenzied eye 
Beneath some vast old tempest-swinging wood ! 
Awhile with mute awe gazing I would brood. 
Then weep aloud in a wild ecstasy ! 

SONNET IX. 

OOHPOSBD ON ▲ JOURNEY HOMBWABD ; THB AH* 
THOR HATING RECBIYBD INTBLLIOBNOB OF THB 
BIRTH OF A SON, SBPTBMBBBy 20, 1796. 

Oft o'er my brain does that strange ^cy roll 
Which makes the present (while the flash doth last) 
Seem a mere semblance of some unknown past, 
Mix'd with such feelings as perplex the sonl 
Self-question'd in her sleep : and some have said 
We liv^d, ere yet this fleshy robe we wore. 

my swieet Baby ! when I reach my door, 
If heavy looks should tell me, thou wert dead 
(As sometimes, thro' excess of hope, I fear) 

1 think that I should struggle to believe 
Thou wert a Spirit, to take this nether sphere 
Sentenced for some more venial crime to grieve ; 
Didst scream, then spring to meet Heavea't qnkk 

reprieve. 
While we wept id^ o'er tliy li^ Uer t 
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SONNET X. 

TO A FRIBKB, "WHO ASKBD HOW 1 PBI.T,WHB!C THB 
ITURSB PIBST PRB8BNTBD MT INPANT TO MB. 

Ohables ! my slow heart was only sad, when first 

I acann'd that face of feeble infancy : 

Per dimly on my thoughtful spirit burst 

All I had been, and all ray babe might be ! 

Bat when I saw it on its Mother's arm, 

And hanging at her bosom (she the while 

Bent o'er its features with a tearful smile) 

Then I was thrill'd and melted, and most warm 

Impress'd a Father's kiss : and all beguil'd 

Of dark remembrance, and presageful fear 

I seem'd to see an Angel's form appear.— 

'Twas even thine, beloved Woman mild ! 

So for the Mother's sake the Child was dear 

And dearer was the Mother for the Child. 



REFLECTIONS 

ON HATING LBFT A PLACB OF RBTIREMBNT. 

Low was our pretty Cot : our tallest Rose 
Peep'd at the chamber-window. We could hear 
At ^ent noon, and eve, and early mom, 
The Sea's faint murmur. In the open air 
Our Myrtles blossom'd ; and across the porch 
Thick Jasmines twin'd : the little landscape round 
Was green and woody and refresh'd the eye. 
It was a spot, which you might aptly call . 
The Valley of Seclusion ! Once I saw 
(Hallowing bis Sabbath-day by quietness) 
A wealthy son of Commerce saunter by, 
Bristowa's citizen *. Methought, it caImM 
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His thirst of idle gold, and made him muse 
With wiser feelings : for he pausM, and look'a 
With a pleas'd sadness, and gaz'd all around, 
Then eyed our cottage, and gaz'd round again. 
And sigh'd, and said, it was a blessed place. 
And we were blessed. Oft with patient ear 
Long-listening to the viewless sky-lark's note 
(Viewless, or haply for a moment seen 
Gleaming on sunny wing) in whisper'd tones 
I've said to my Beloved, ** Such, sweet Girl ! 
The inobtrusive song of Happiness — 
Unearthly minstrelsy ! then only heard 
When the Soul seeks to hear ; when all is hush'd 
And the Heart listens !" 

But the time, when first 
From that low Dell steep up the stony Mount 
I ciimb'd with perilous toil and reach'd the top, 

what a goodly scene ! Here the bleak Mount, 
The bare bleak Mountain speckled thin with sheep ; 
Grey Clouds, that shadowing spot the sunny fields ; 

^nd River, now, with bushy rodu o'erbrow*d 
Wow winding bright and full, with naked banks ; 
And Seats, and Lawns, the Abbey, and the Wood, 
And Cots, and Hamlets, and feint City-sphre : 
The Channel there, the Islands and white Sails, 
Dim Coasts, and cloud-like Hilla, and shorelessOoean— 
It seem'd like Omnipresence ! God, methought, 
Had built him there a Temple ; the whole Worid 
Seem'd imag'd in its vast circumferenoe. 
No wish profan'd my overwhelmed Heart. 
Blest hour ! It was a Luxury — to be I 

Ah quiet Dell I dear Cot ! and Mount sublime 1 

1 was constrained to quit you. Was it right. 
While my onnumber'd Brethren toil'd and bled, 
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That I fhoiild dream away the trofted Hoan 

On rose-leaf Beds, painp'ring the coward Heart 

With feelings all too delicate for use ? 

Sweet is the Tear that from some Howard's eye 

Drops on the cheek of one, he lifb from earth : 

And He, that works me good with nnmoy'd face. 

Docs it bat half: he chills me while heaids. 

My Benefiu;tor, not my Brother Man ! 

Yet even this, this cold Beneficence 

Seizes my Praise, when I reflect on those, 

The sluggard Pity's vision-weaving Tribe ! 

Who sigh for Wretchedness, yet shun the Wretched, 

Nursing in some delicious solitude 

Their slothful loves and dainty Sympathies ! 

I therefore go, and join head, heart, and hand, 

Active and firm, to fight the bloodless fight 

Of Science, Freedom, and the Truth in Christ. 

Tet oft when after honourable toil 

Rests the tir'd mind, and waking loves to dream, 

My Spirit shall revisit thee, dear Cot I 

Thy Jasmine and thy window-peeping Rose, 

And Myrtles fearless of the mild sea-air. 

And I shall sigh fond wishes — sweet Abode ! 

Ah — had none greater ! And that all had such ! 

It might be so— but the time is not yet. 

Speed it, O Father ! Let thy Kingdom come ! 

ODE TO SABA, 

ITBITTBN AT SHtTRTON BARS, NEAR BRIDCIWATSRj 
SBPTBHBBRy 1795, IN ANSWBR TO A LBTTBI 
FROM BRISTOL. 

(The lint SUnn allades toa Pantge in the Letter.] 
Nor travels my meandering eye 
The starry wilc'iemess on high ; 
o o 
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Nor now with curious si^bc 
I mark the glow-worm, as I pass. 
Move with << green radiance" thro* the grati^ 

An Emerald of Light. 

ever-present to my view ! 
My wafted spirit is with yon. 

And soothes your hoding fears : 

1 see you all oppressed with gloom 
Sit lonely in that cheerless room — 

Ah me ! You are in tears ! 

Beloved woman I did you fly 

Chill'd Friendship's dark disliking eye. 

Or mirth's untimely din ? 
With cruel weight these trifles press 
A temper sore with Tenderness, 

When aches the void within. 
But why with sable wand unblessed 
Should Fancy rouse within my breast 

Dim-visag'd shapes of Dread ? 
Untenanting its beauteous clay 
My Sara's soul has wing'd its way. 

And hovers round my head ! 

I felt it prompt the tender Dream, 
When slowly sunk the day's last gleam f 

Ton rous'd each gentler sense, 
As sighing o'er the Blossom's bloom, 
Meek Evening wakes its soft perfume 

With viewless influence. 

And hark, my Love ! The sea-breeze moani 
Thro' yon reft house I -Q'er rolling stones 

With broad impetuous sweep. 
The fittt encroaching tides supply 
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The Bilence of the cloodless ik? 

Dark-red'ning from the channel'd Jtle * 
(Where stands one solitary pile 

Unslated by the blast) 
The Watchfire, like a sullen star. 
Twinkles to many a dozing Tar 

Rade-cradled on the mast 

Ev*n there— beneath that light-house tower- 
In the tumultuous evil hour 

Ere Peace with Sara came, 
Time was, I should hare thought it sweet 
To count the echoings of ray feet, 

And watch the troubled flame. 

And there in black and jaundic*d fit 
A sad gloom-pamper'd Man to sit, 

And listen to the roar : 
When mountain Surges bellowing deep 
With an uncouth monster leap 

Plung*d foaming on the shore. 

Then by the Lightning's blaze to mark 
Some toiling tempest-shatter'd bark ; 

Her Tain distress-guns hear : 
And when a second sheet of light 
Flash'd o'er the blackness of the night^ 

To see no Vessel there I 

But Fancy now more gaily sings ; 
Or if awhile she droop her wings, 

As sky-larks mid the com, 
On gmnmer fields she grounds her breattt 

* TIm Holmes, in the Bristol CluuiaflL 
O O Si 



^^ ODB TO SARA. 

Th* oblivious Poppy o'er her rest 
NodSy till retUhiing mora. 

O mark those smiling tears, that swdl 
The open'd Rose ! From heaven they Ml, 

And with the sun-beam blend ; 
Blest visitation from above : 
Such are the tender woes of Love 

Fostering the heart, they bend ! 

When stormy Midnight howling round 
Beats on our roof with clatt'ring sound. 

To me your arms you'll stretch : 
Great God ! you'll say— To us so kind, 

shelter from this loud bleak wind 
The houseless, friendless wretch 1 

The tears that tremble down your cheek. 
Shall bathe my kisses chaste and meek 

In Pity's dew divine ; 
And from your heart the sighs that steal 
Sliali make your rising bosom feel 

The answering swell of mine ! 

How oft, my Love ! with shaiungs sweet 
I paint the moment, we shall meet ! 
With eager speed I dart -— 

1 seize you in the vacant air. 

And fancy, with a Husband's care 
T press you to my heart I 

"lis said, on Summer^s evening hour 
Flashes the go?den-colour^d flower 

A fair electric flame : 
A/id so shall flash my love-charg»d ey# 
When all the heart's big ecstasy 

Shoots rapid thro* the frame ! 
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LINES COMPOSED AT CLEVEiKJN, 

80MBRSBTSHI RB. 

My pensive 55ara .» thy soft cheek reclin'd 
Thus on mine arm, most soothing sweet it is 
To sit beside our cot, oar cot o'er grown 
With white-flower'd Jasmine, and the broad-Ieav'd 

Myrtle, 
(Meet emblems they of Innocence and Love ! 
And watch the clouds, that late were rich with light, 
Slow-sadd'ning round, and mark the star of eve 
Serenely brilliant (such should wisdom be) 
Shine opposite ! How exquisite the scents 
Snatch'd from yon bean-field ! and the world so 

hushM! 
The stilly murmur of the distant Sea 
Tells us of Silence. And that simplest Lute 
Placed length-ways in the clasping casement, hark 1 
How by the desultory breeze caress'd, 
Like some coy Maid half-yielding lo her Lover, 
It pours such sweet upbraidings, as must needs 
Tempt to repeat the wrong ! And now its strings 
Boldlier swept, the long sequacious notes 
Over delicious surges sink and rise 
Such a soft floating witchery of sound 
As twilight Elfins make, when they at eve 
Voyage on gentle gales from Fairy Land, 
Where Melodies, round honey-dropping flowers 
Footless and wild, like birds of Paradise, 
Nor pause nor perch, hov'ring on untam'd wing. 
And thus, my Love I as on the midway slope 
Of yonder hill I stretch my limbs at noon. 
Whilst turo* my half-clos*d eyelids I behold 
The sunbeams dance, like diamonds, on the ]iHii% 
And tranquil muse upon tranquillilj ; 
• • 8 
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LINB8 OOKPOSBD AT OLETBDOIT. 



Full many a thought uncalPd and undetaiB'^ 
And many idle flitting phantasies, 
Traverse my indolent and passive brain, 
• As wild and various as the random gales 
That swell or flutter on this subject Lute ! 
And what if all of animated nature 
Be but organic Harps diversly fram'd, 
That tremble into thought, as o'er them sweeps. 
Plastic and vast, one intellectual Breeze, 
At once the Soul of each, and God of all? — 
But thy more serious eye a mild reproof 
Darts, O beloved Woman ! nor such thoughts 
Dim and uuhallow'd dost thou not reject. 
And biddest me walk humbly with my God. 
Meek Daughter in the Family of Christ, 
Well hast thou said and holily disprais'd 
These shapings of the unregenerate mind. 
Bubbles that glitter as they rise and break 
On vain Pholosophy's aye-babbling spring. 
For never guiltless may I speak of Him, 
Th' Incomprehensible ! save when with awe 
I praise him, and with Faith that inly feels ; 
Who with his saving mercies healed me, 
A sinful and most miserable man 
Wilder'd and dark, and gave me to possess 
Peace and this Cot, and Thee, heart-honour'd Maid ! 



TO AN UNFORTUNATE WOMAN. 

WHOM THB AUTHOR HAD KNOWN IN THE DAYS OV 
HBR INNOOBNOB. 

MiRTLB leaf, that ill besped 

Finest in the gladsome ray, 
Soil'd beneath the common tread 

Far from thy protecting spray I 



TO AN unfortuhatb woMAir. 4m 

When the Rnttie 6*tt his tbetf 

CaroU'd in the yellow yale^ 
Sad, I saw thee, headless leaf I 

Lore the dalliance of the gale* 

Lightly didst tboo, foolish thing I 

Heave and flatter to his sighsi 
While the Flatt'rer on his wing 

Woo*d and whisper'd thee to rise. • 

Ghuly from thy mother's stalk 
Wert thou daoc'd and wafted high ; 

Soon on this nnshelter'd walk 
Flang to fade, to rot, and die t 

LINES 

ON OBSKRTING A BL09«0M ON THE FIRST OF FK- 
BRUART, 1794. WRITTEN NEAR SHBFFIBLD. 

Sweet Flower ! that peeping from thy russet stem, 

Unfoldest timidly (for in strange sort 

This dark, fiieeze-coated, hoarse, teeth-chattering 

Month 
Hath borrowed Zephyr's voice, and gaz'd upon thee 
With blue voluptuous eye) alas poor flower ! 
These are but flatteries of the faithless Year. 
Perchance escapM its unknown polar cave 
Ev'n now the keen North- East is on its way. 
Flower, that must perish ; shall I liken thee 
To some sweet Girl of too, too rapid growth 
Nipp'd by Consumption 'mid untimely charms? 
Or to Bristowa's Bard,* the wond'rous boy I 
And Amaranth, which Earth scarce seem'd to owHi 
Blooming 'mid ^veL'ty's drear wintry wasta^ 
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4S8 LIKES. 

Till Disappointmeiit came and pelting Wrong 
Beat it to earth ! Or with indignant grief 
Shall I compare thee to poor Poland's hope. 
Bright flower of hope kill'd in the opening bad t 
Farewell, sweet Blossom ! better fate be thine 
And mock my boding ! dim similitudes 
Weaving in moral strains, I've stol'n one hour 
From black anxiety that gnaws my heart 
For her who droops far off on a sick bed : 
And the warm wooings of this sunny day 
Tremble along my frame, and harmonize 
Th' attemper'd brain, that ev'n the saddest thoughts 
Mix with some sweet, sensations, like harsh tunes 
Play'd deftly on a sofit-ton'd instrument. 



THE HOUR WHEN WE SHALL MEET AGAIN. 

OOMPOSBD DURING ILLNESS, AND IN ABSENOB. 

Dim Hour ! that sleep'st on pillowing clouds afar, 
O rise and yoke the Turtles to thy car ! 
Bend o'er the traces, blame each lingering Dove, 
And give me to the bosom of my Love ! 
My gentle Love, caressing and caress'd. 
With heaving heart shall cradle me to rest ; 
Shed the warm tear-drop from her smiling eyes, 
Lull with fond woe, and med'cine me with sighs. 
While finely-flushing float her kisses meek. 
Like melted rubies o'er my pallid cheek. 
Cbiird by the night, the drooping Rose of May 
Mourns the long absence of the lovely. Day ; 
Young Day returning at her promis'd hour 
Weeps o'er the sorrows of her fav'rite Flower ; 
Weeps the soft dew, the balmy gale she sighs* 
And darts a trembling lustre from her eyes. 
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Ne^ Jfe and joy th' expanding flowret feeb : 
His pityiDg Mistress mourns^ and monrttuig heds I 

TO C. LLOYD, 

ON HIS PROPOSING TO DOMBSTIOATS WITH THB 
▲UTHOB. 

A Mount, not wearisome and bare and steep. 
Bat a green Mountain yarioosly ap*piPd, 
Where o'er the jutting rocks soft mosses creep 
Or coloured lichens with slow oozing weep f 
Where cypress and the daricer yew start wild ; 
And mid the summer torrent's gentle dash 
Dance brightened the red clusters of the ash ; 
Beneath whose boughs, Ji>y stilly sounds beguil'd. 
Calm Pensiveness might muse herself to sleep : 
Till haply startled by some fleecy dam, 
That rustling on the bushy cliff above 
With melancholy bleat of anxious love 
Made meek inquiry for her wand'ring lamb : 
Such a green Mountain 'twere most sweet, to climb 
E'en while the bosom ach'd with loneliness — 
How heavenly sweet, if some dear Friend should bless 
Th' advent'rous toil, and up the path sublime 
Now led, now follow ; the glad landscape round, 
Wide and more wide, increasing without bound ! 

O then 'twere loveliest sympathy, to mark 
The berries of the half up-rooted ash 
Dripping and bright ; and list the torrent's dash- 
Beneath the cypress or the yew more dark. 
Seated at ease, on some smooth mossy rock. 
In social silence now, and now t'unlock 
The treasured heart ; arm link'd in friendly arm. 
Save if the one, his muse's witching charm 
Mutt'ring brow-bent, at unwatch'd distance lag ; 



480 TO O. JLLOTD. 

Till high o'er heid his beck'ning Friend appean^ 
And from the forehead of the topmost crag 
Shouts eagerly : for haply there upreara 
That shadowing Pine its old romantic limbs, 
Which latest shall detain th' enamour* d sight 
Seen from below, when Eve the valley dims, 
TingM yellow with the rich departing light; 
And haply, basin'd in some unsunn'd cleft, 
A beauteous spring, the rock's collected tears. 
Sleeps sheltered there, scarce wrinkled by the gale ! 
Together thus, the world's vain turmoil left, 
Stretch'd on the crag, and shadow'd by the pine, 
And bending o'er the clear delicious fount. 
Ah dearest Lloyd ! it were a lot divine 
To cheat our noons in moralizing mood, 
While west- winds fann'd our temples toil-bedew'd. 
Then downwards slope, oft*pau8ing, from the mount, 
To some low mansion in some woody dale. 
Where smiling with blue eye Domestic Bliss 
Gives this the husband's, that the brother's kiss ! 

Thus rudely vers'd in allegoric lore. 
The hill of knowledge I essay'd to trace ; 
That verd'rous hill with many a resting place, 
And many a stream, whose warbling waters pour 
To glad, and fertilize the subject plains ; 
That hill with secret springs, and nooks nntrod. 
And many a fancy-bless'd and holy sod, 
Where inspiration, his diviner strains 
Low-murm'ring, lay ; and startling from the rocks 
Stiff evergreens, whose spreading foliage modu 
Want's barren soil, and the bleak frosts of age. 
And mad oppression's thunder-claspine rage ! 
O meek retiring Spirit ! we will dumb. 
Cheering and cheer'd, this lovely hill sublime, 



TO O. LLOTI>. 4gl 

And finom the stirring world uplifted h%[i 
(Whose noises faintly wafted on the wind 
To qoiet musings shall attune the mind. 
And oft the melancholy theme supply) 
There while the prospect thro' the gazing eye 
Pours all its healthful greenness on the son!. 
We'll laugh at wealth, and learn to laugh at hme. 
Our hopes, our knowledge, and our joys the same. 
As neighboring fountains image, each ^e whole : 
Then when the mind has drunk its fill of truth. 
We'll discipline the heart to pure delight, 
Rekindling sober joy's domestic flame, 
She, whom I love, shall love thee. HonourOd youth. 
Now may Heaven realize this vision bright I 



RELIGIOUS MUSINGS. 

A 2>B8ULTO&T POBM, WRITTEN ON THB 0H&I8TMAS 
BYE OF 1794. 

What tho' first, 
lo yean lUMaaoii'd, I attun'd the Lay 
To idle PaMion and unreal Woe 7 
Tet serious Truth her empire o'er my song 
Hath now asserted : Falsehood's eril brood. 
Vice and deceitftd Pleasure, she at once 
Ezdttded, and my Fancy's careless toil 
Drew to the better cause I Akhtixdi. 

AEGUMBNT. 

lotrodnetion. Person of Christ. His prayer on the Cnu, The 
progress of his Doctrines on the mind of the Indtvidnal. Character 
of the elect. Superstition. Digression to the present War. Origin 
and Uses of Goremment and Property. The present state of Society. 
F^endi Bcvolution. Millennium. Universal Redeuptioa. Condosioik 

This is the time, when, most divine to hear. 
The voice of Adoration rouses me. 
As with a Chemb's tmmp : and high npbome, 
Yea, mingling with the Choir, I seem to view 



Jtte RBLI«IOU8 MUSINGS. 

The Tinoii of ^^tlie hoaTenly mnltitude. 

Who hymnM the song of Peace o'er Betbldieni'« fields I 

Yet thoa more bright than all the Angel blaze. 

That harbinger'd thy birth. Then, Man of Woes t 

Despised Gallileen ! For the Great 

Inyisible (by symbols only seen j 

With a peculiar and surpassing light 

Shines from the visage of th' oppressed good Man, 

When heedless of himself the scourged Saint 

Mourns for th' Oppressor. Fair the vernal Mead, 

Fair the high Grove, the Sea, the Sun, the Stars, 

True Impress each of their creating Sire i 

Yet nor high Grove, nor many coloor'd Mead, 

Nor the green Ocean with his thousand Isles, 

Nor the starr'd Azure, nor the sov'reign Sun, 

E'er with such majesty of portraiture 

Imag'd the supreme beauty uncreate, 

As thou, Meek Saviour ; at the fearful hoar 

When thy insulted Anguish wing'd the prayer 

Harp'd by Archangels, when they sing of Mercy . 

Which when th' Almighty beard, from forth his Throne^ 

Diviner light fiU'd Heaven with ecstasy ; 

Heaven's hymniags paus'd : and Hell her yawning 

mouth 
Clos'd a loief moment. 

Lovely was the Death 
Of Him, whose Life was Love ! Holy with poirer 
He on the thought-benighted Sceptic beam'd 
Manifest Godhead, melting into day 
What floating mists of dark idolatry 
Broke and misshapfd the Omnipresent Sire * 
And first by fear unoharm'd the droused S011I9 
Till of Its nobler Nature it 'gan feel 
Dim reooUectioBS ; and thence soar'd to Hopc^ 
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Strong to believe whatever of mystic good 
Th' Eternal dooms for his Immortal Sons. 
From Hope and firmer Faith to perfect Love 
Attracted and absorbed : and centred there 
God only to behold, and know, and feel. 
Till by exclusive Consciousness of God 
All self-annihilated it shall make 
God its Identity : God all in all I 
We and our Father one ! 

And bless'd are they, 
Who in this fleshly World, the elect of Heaven, 
Their strong eye darting thro' the deeds of Men, 
Adore with steadfast unpresuming gaze 
Him Nature's Essence, Mind, and Energy ! 
And gazing, trembling, patiently ascend, 
Treading beneath their feet all visible tilings 
As steps, that upward to their Father's Throne 
Lead gradual— else nor glorified nor lov'd. 
They nor Contempt imbosom nor Revenge : 
For they dare know of what may seem deform 
The Supreme Fair sole Operant : in whose sight 
All things are pure, his strong controlling Love 
Alike from all educing perfect good. * 
Theuns too celestial courage, inly arm'd — 
Dwarfing Earth's giant brood, what time they muse 
On their great Father, great beyond compare I 
And marching onwards view high o'er their heads 
His waving Banners of Omnipotence. 

Who the Creator love, created might 
Dread not : within their tents no Terron walk 
For they are Holy Things before the Lord 
Aye-unprofiui'd, tho' Earth should league with Hell 
God's Altar grasping with an eager hand 
Fear, the wild-visag'd, pale, eye-starting wretch, 
p p 
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Sure-refug'd bears bis bot parsuing fiends 

Yell at vain distance. Soon refresb'd from Heaven 

He calms tbe tbrob and tempest of bis beart. 

His countenance settles : a soft solemn bliss 

Swims in bb eye : bis swimming eye uprais'd 

And Faitb's wbole armour glitters on bis limbs ! 

And tbus transfigur'd witb a dreadless awe, 

A solemn busb of soul^ meek be bebolds 

All tbings of terrible seeming : yea unmov'd 

Views e'en tb' immitigable ministers 

Tbat sbower down vengeance on tbese latter days. 

For kindling witb intenser Deity 

From tbe celestial Mercy-seat they come. 

And at tbe renovating Wells of Love 

Have fill'd tbeir Vials witb salutary Wratb, 

To sickly Nature more medicinal 

Tban wbat soft balm tbe weeping good man pours 

Into tbe lone despoiled traveller's wounds ! 

Thus from tb* Elect, regenerate tbro' faitb, 
Pass tbe dark Passions and wbat tbirsty Cares 
Drink up tbe spurit and tbe dim regards 
Self-centre. Lo they vanisb ! or acquire 
New names, new features — by supernal grace 
Enrob'd witb Ligbt, and naturalized in Heaven. 
As wben a Sbepberd on a vernal morn 
'Thro' some thick fog creeps tim'rous witb slow foot, 
Darkling be fixes on tb' immediate road 
His downward eye : all else of fairest kind 
Hidordeform'd. Butlo! the bursting Sun! 
Touch'd by tb' enchantment of that sudden beam. 
Strait the black vapor melteth, and in globes 
Of dewy glitter gems each plant and tree ; 
On every leaf, on every blade it hangs ! 
Dance glad the new-born intermingling rays t 
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And wide around the landscape streams with gloiy I 

There is one Mind, one omnipresent Mind, 

Omnific. His most holy name is Love. 

Truth of subliming import ! with the which 

Who feeds and saturates his constant soul, 

He from his small particular orbit flies 

With bless'd outstarting ! From Himself he flies, 

Stands in the Sun, and with no partial gaze 

Views all creation ; and he loves it all, 

And blesses it, and calls it very good ! 

This is indeed to dwell with the most High ! 

Cherubs and rapture- trembling Seraphim 

Can press no nearer to th' Almighty's Throne. 

But that we roam un^ jnscious, or with hearts 

Unfeeling of our unive. al Sire. 

And that in his vast family no Cain 

Injures uninjured (in her best-arm'd blow 

Victorious Murder a blind Suicide) 

Haply for this some younger Angel now 

Looks down on Human Nature : and, behold ! 

A sea of blood bestrewM with wrecks, where mad 

Embattling Interests on each other rush 

With unhelniM Rage ! 

'Tis the sublime of man, 
Our noontide Majesty, to know ourselves 
Parts and proportions of one wond'roiis whole ! 
This fraternizes man, this constitutes 
Our charities and bearings. But 'tis God 
Diffused thro* all, that doth make all one whole; 
This the worst superstition ! him except 
Aught to desire. Supreme Reality I 
The plenitude and permanence of bliss I 
O Fiends of Superstition ! not that oft 
The erring Priest hath stainM with Brother't blood 
Your grisly idols, not for this may Wrath 
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Tliundei against you from the Holy One ! 

But o'er some plain that streameth to the San, 

Peopled with Death ; or where more hideous Trade 

Loud-laughing packs his bales of human anguish ; 

I will rise up a mourning, O ye Fiends ! 

And curse your spells, that film the eye of Fiuth, 

Hiding the present God ; whose presence lost^ 

The moral world's cohesion, we become 

An Anarchy of Spirits ! Toy-bewitch'd, 

Made blind by lusts, disherited of soul, 

No common centre Man, no common sire 

Knoweth ! A sordid solitary thing. 

Mid countless brerthen with a lonely heart 

Thro' courts and cities the smooth Savage roams 

Feeling himself, his own low Self the whole ; 

AVhen he by sacred sympathy might make 

The whole one self! self, that no alien knows! 

Self, far diffused as Fancy's wing can travel ! 

Self, spreading still ! Oblivious of its own, 

Yet all of all possessing ! This is Faith ! 

This the Messiah's destin'd victory ! 

But first offences need must come ! Even now 

(Black Hell laughs horrible— -to hear the scoff!) 

Thee to defend, meek Galilean ! Thee 

And thy mild laws of Love unutterable, 

Mistrust and Enmity have burst the bands 

Of social Peace ! and list'ning Treachery lurks 

With pious fraud to snare a brother's life ; 

And childless widows o'er the groaning land 

Wail numberless ; and orphans weep for bread I 

Thee to defend, dear Saviour of Mankind ! 

Thee, Lamb of God ! Thee, blameless Prince of Peace ! 

From all sides rush the thirsty brood of War ; 

Austria, and that foul Woman of the North, 
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The lustful Murd'ress of her wedded Lord ! 

And he, connatural Mind ! whom (in their songiy 

So bards of elder time had haply feign'd) 

Some Fury fondled in her hate to man. 

Bidding her serpent hair in mazy surge 

Lick his young face, and at his mouth inbreathe 

Horrible sympathy ! And leagued with these 

Each petty German princeling, nurs'd in gore 1 

Soul-hardenM barterers of human blood ! 

Death's prime Slave-merchants! Scorpion- whipt of 

Fate! 
Nor least in savagery of holy zeal, 
Apt for the yoke, the race degeneratCi 
Whom Britain erst had blush'd to call her sons I 
Thee to defend the Moloch Priest prefers 
The prayer of hate, and bellows to the herd 
That Deity, accomplice Deity 
In the fierce jealousy of waken'd wrath 
Will go forth with our armies and our fleets 
To scatter the red ruin on their foes ! 
O blasphemy ! to mingle fiendish deeds 
With blessedness ! 

Lord of unsleeping Love, 
From everlasting Thou ! We shall not die. 
These, even these, in mercy didet thou form, 
Teachers of Good thro' Evil, by brief wrong 
Making Truth lovely, and her future might 
Magnetic o'er the fiz'd nntrembling heart. 

In the primeval age a dateless while 
The vacant Shepherd wander'd with his flock 
Pitching his tent where'er the green grass wav'd. 
But soon Imagination conjur'd up 
A host of new desires : with busy aim, 
p p 8 
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The lion couches ; or hyaena dips 

Deep in the lucid stream his bloody jaws ; 

Or tserpent plants his vast moon-glittering bulk, 

Caught in whose monstrous twine Behemoth yells,* 

His bpnes loud c)*ashing! 

O ye numberless, 
Wliom foul Oppression's ruffian gluttony 
Drives from life's plenteous feast 1 O thou poor wretch, 
Who nurs'd in darkness and made wild by want 
Roamest for prey, yea thy unnatural hand 
Doth lift to deeds of blood ! O pale-eyed Form, 
'J'he victim of seduction, doom'd to know 
Polluted nights and days of blasphemy ; 
Who in loath'd orgies, with lewd wassailers 
Must gaily laugh, while thy remember'd Home 
Gnaws like a viper at thy secret heart ! 
O aged Women ! ye who weekly catch 
The morsel toss'd by law-forcM Charity, 
And die so slowly, that none call it murder ! 
O loathly Suppliants ! ye, that unreceived. 
Totter heart-broken from the closing gates 
Of the full Lazar-house ; or, gasing, stand 
Sick with despair ! O ye to Glory's field 
Forc'd or ensnar'd, who, as ye gasp in death. 
Bleed with new wounds beneath the Vulture's beak ! 
O thou poor Widow, who in dreams dost view 
Thy Husband's mangled corse, and from short doze 
Start'st with a shriek : or in thy half-thatch'd cot 
Wak'd by the wintry night-storm, wet and cold, 
Cowr'st o'er thy screaming baby I Rest awhile. 
Children of Wretchedness ! More groans must rise, 



* Behemoth in Hebrew signifies wild beasts in general, 
believe it is the Elephant, some the Hippopotamus ; some tMna it \€ 
the Wild ball. PoeUcaUy, it designates anf large quadruped* 
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Smiling majestic. Such a phalanx ne'er 

Measured firm paces to the calming soond 

Of Spartan flute ! These on the fated day. 

When, stung to rage hy Pity, eloquent men 

Have rous'd with pealing voice th' unnumher'd tnbet 

That toil and groan and bleed, hungry and bh'nd, 

These hush'd awhile with patient eye serene 

Shall watch the mad careering of the storm ; 

Then o'er the wild and wavy chaos rush 

And tame th' outrageous mass, with plastic might 

Moulding Confusion to such perfect forms ; 

As erst were wont, bright visions of the day 1 

To float before them, when, the Summer noon, 

Beneath some arch'd romantic rock reolin'd 

They felt the sea-breeze lift their youthful locks ; 

Or in the month of blossoms, at mild eve. 

Wandering with desultory feet, inhal'd 

The wafted perfumes, and the flocks and woods 

And many-tinted streams and setting Sun, 

With all his gorgeous company of clouds 

Ecstatic gaz'd ! then homeward as they^ stray'd 

Cast the sad eye to earth, and inly mus'd 

Why there was Misery in a world so fair. 

Ah far remov'd from all that glads the sense, 

From all that softens or ennobles Man. 

The wretched Many ! Bent beneath their loads 

They gape at pageant Power, nor recognize 

Their cots' transmuted plunder! From the tree 

Of Knowledge, ere the vernal sap had risen 

Rudely disbranch'd ! Blessed Society ! 

Fitliest depictur'd by some sun-scorch'd waste, 

Where oft majestic thro' the tainted noon 

The Simoon sails, before whose purple pomp 

Who fallj^ not prostrate dies ! And where, by night, 

Fast by each precious fountain on green herbs 
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Each for himself, Earth's eager children toiled* 
So Property hegan, twy-streaming fount. 
Whence Vice and Virtue flow, honey and gall. 
Hence the soft couch, and many-colonr'd rohe. 
The timbrel, and arch'd dome and costly feast, 
With all th* inventive arts, that nursM the soul 
To forms of beauty, and by sensual wants 
Unsensualiz'd the mind, which in the means 
Learnt to forget the grossness of the end. 
Best pleasured with its own activity. 
And hence Disease that withers manhood's arm, 
The dagger'd Envy, spirit-quenching Want, 
Warriors, and Lords, and Priests— all the sore ills 
That vex and desolate our mortal life. 
Wide-wasting ills ! yet each th' immediate source 
Of mightier good. Their keen necessities 
To ceaseless action goading human thought 
Have made Earth's reasoning animal her Lord ; 
And the pale-featur'd Sage's trembling hand 
Strong as a host of armed Deities, 
Such as the blind Ionian fabled erst. 

From Avarice thus, from Luxury and War 
Sprang heavenly Science ; and from Science Freedom. 
O'er waken'd realms Philosophers, and Bards 
Spread in concentric circles : they whose souls 
Conscious of their high digniti^ from God, 
Brook not Wealth's rivalry ; and they who long 
Enamour'd with the charms of order hate 
Th' unseemly disproportion ; and whoe'er 
Turn with mild sorrow from the victor's car 
And the low puppetry of thrones, to muse 
Ou that bless'd triumph, when the Patriot Sage 
Call'd the red lightnings from th' o'er-rushing cloud 
And dash'd the beauteous Terrors on the earth 
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Up the fine fibres thro' the sentient brain. 
More blood must stream, or ere your wrongs be fblL 
Yet 18 the day of Retribution nigh : 
The Lamb of Gt>d hath open'd the fifth seal: 
And upward rush on swiftest wing of fire 
Th' innumerable multitude of Wrongs 
By ma' ^a man inflicted ! Rest awhile^ 
Childre/. of Wretchedness ! The hour is nigh : 
And lo ! the Great, the Rich, the Mighty Men, 
The Kings and the Chief Captains of the World, 
With all that fix'd on high like stars of Heaven 
Shot baleful influence, shall be cast to earth 
Vile and down-trodden as the untimely fruit 
Shook from the fig-tree by a sudden storm. 
Ee'n now the storm begins ; each gentle name,* 
Faith and meek Piety, with fearful joy 
Tremble far off— for lo ! the Giant Frenzy 
Uprooting empires with his whirlwind arm 
Mocketh high Heaven ; burst hideous from tlie cell 
Where the old Hag, unconquerable, huge. 
Creation's eyeless drudge, black Ruin, sits 
Nursing th' impatient earthquake. 

O return I 
Pure Faith ! meek Piety ! The abhorred Form 
Whose scarlet robe was stiff with earthly pomp 
Hath met the horrible judgment ! Whence that cry ? 
The mighty army of foul Spirits shriek'd. 
Disherited of earth! For She hath fallen 
On whose black front was written Mystery ; 
She that reePd heavily, whose wine was blood ; 
She that work'd whoredom with the Demon Power 
And from the dark embrace all evil things 
Brought forth and nurtur'd ; mitred Atheism ; 

^ This passage alludes to the French Rerolntioiii and th« 
quent paragraph to the downfall of Religious Establishments. 
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Gives back the Steel that stabb'd him ; and pale Fear, 

Hunted by ghastlier shapings than surround 

Moon-blasted Madness when he yells at midnight I 

Beturn pure Faith ! return meek Piety I 

The kingdoms of the world are your*s : each heart 

Self-govem'd, the vast family of Love 

Rais'd from the common earth by commoh toil 

Enjoy the equal produce. Such delights 

As float to earth, permitted visitants I 

Wlien in some hour of solemn jubilee 

The massy gates of Paradise are thrown 

Wide open, and forth come in fragments wild 

Sweet echoes of unearthly melodies, 

And odors snatch'd from beds of Amaranth, 

And they, that from the chrystal river of life 

Spring up on freshened wing, ambrosial gales ! 

The favor'd good man in his lonely walk 

Perceives them, and his silent spirit drinks 

Strange bliss which he shall recognize in heaven. 

And such delights, such strange beatitude 

Sieze on my young anticipating heart 

When that blest future rushes on my view ! 

For in his own, and in his Father's might, 

The_Saviour comes ! While as the Thousand Years 

Lead up their mystic dauce, the Desert shouts ! 

Old Ocean claps his hands ! The mighty Dead 

Rise to new life, whoe'er from earliest time 

With conscious zeal had urg'd Love's wond'rous plan^ 

Coadjutors of God. To Milton's trump 

The high Groves of the renovated Earth 

Unbosom their glad echoes : inly hush'd 

Adoring Newton bis serener eye 

Raises to heaven : and he of mortal kind 

Wisest, he* first who mark'd the ideal tribes 

♦ David Hartlej. 
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Up the fine fibres thro' the sentient brain. 
Lo ! Priestly there, Patriot, and Saint, and Sage, 
Him, full of years, from his lov'd native land ' 
Statesman blood-stain'd and Priests idolatrous 
By dark lies mad'ning the blind multitude 
Drove witli^vain hate. Calm, pitying he retired, 
And mus'd expectant on these promised years. 

O Years ! the blest pre-eminence of Saints ! 

Ye sweep athwart my gaze, so heavenly-bright. 

The wings that veil the adoring Seraph's eyes. 

What time he bends before the Jaspar Throne 

Reflect no lovelier hues ! yet ye depart. 

And all beyond is darkness ! Heights most strange, 

Whence Fancy falls, fluttering her idle wing. 

For who of woman bom may paint the hour, 

When seizM in his mid course, the Sun shall wane 

Making noon ghastly ! Who of woman bom 

May image in the workings of his thought. 

How the black-visag'd, red-ey'd Fiend out-stretch'd* 

Beneath the unsteady feet of Nature groans. 

In feverish slumbers — destined then to wake. 

When fiery whirlwinds thunder his dread name 

And Angels shout Destraction ! How his arm 

The last great Spirit lifting high in air 

Shall swear by Him, the ever-living One 

Time is no more ! 

Believe thou, O my soul, 
Life is a vision shadowy of Trath ; 
And vice, and anguish, and the wormy grave, 
Shapes of a dream ! The veiling clouds retire, 
And lo I the Throne of the redeeming God 
Forth flashing unimaginable day 
Wraps in one blaze earth, heaven, and deepest hell. 

The fifud destruction imepnonated. 
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Contemplant Spirits ! ye that hover o'ct 
With untir'd gaze th* immeasurable fount 
BbuUient with creative Deity ! 
And ye of plastic power that interfus'd 
■Roll thro' the grosser and material mass 
In organizing Surge ! Holies of God ! 
(And what if Monads of the infinite mind ?) 
1 haply journeying my immortal course 
Shall sometime join your mystic choir ! Till then 
I discipline my young noviciate thought 
In ministeries of heart-stirring song 
And aye on Meditation's heaven-ward wing 
Soaring aloil I breathe th' empyreal air 
Of Love, omnific, omnipresent Love, 
Whose day-spring rises glorious in my soul 
As the great Sun, when he his influence 
Sheds on the frost-bound waters — The glad stream 
Flows to the ray, and warbles as it flows. 

SONNET. 

Thb piteous sobs that choak the Virgin's breath 
For him, the fair betrothed Youth, who lies 
Cold in the narrow dwelling, or the cries 

With which a Mother wails her Darling's deatli. 

These from our Nature's common impulse spring 
Unblam'd, unprais'd ; but o'er the piled earth. 
Which hides the sheeted corse of gi^y-hair'd Worth, 

If droops the soaring Yoath with slacken'd wing : 

If he recall in saddest minstrelsy 
Each tenderness bestowed, each truth impress'd ; 

Such Grief is Reason, Virtue, Piety I 

And from the Almighty Father shall descend 
Comforts on his late Evening, whose young breast 

Mourns with no transient love the aged friend. 
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LINBS 

TO JOSEPH OOTTLS. 

Mt hoBor'd Friend ! whose Tene ooneiM yet elear 

I'anes to smooth melody aneonqoer'd sease^ 

Hay your fame fadeless live, as ^^ ney^-sere'' 

The Iry wreathes yon Oak, whose broad defence 

Embow'rs me from Noon's snltry inflaence ! 

For^ like that nameless Riv'let stealing by^ 

Your modest verse to musing Quiet dear 

Is rich widi tints heay'n -borrowed : the charm'd eye 

Shall gaze undazzled there, and love the soften'd sky. 

Circling the base of the Poetic mount 

A stream there is, which rolls in lazy flow 

Its coal-black waters from Oblivion's fount : 

*f he yapor-poison'd Bird's, that fly too low. 

Fall with deep swoop, and to the bottom go. 

Escap'd that heavy stream on pinion fleet 

Beneath the mountain's lofty-frowning brow, 

Ere aught of perilous ascent you meet, 

A mead of mildest charm delays th' unlab'ring feet. 

Not there the cloud-climb'd rock, sublime and vast, 
That like some giant king, n'er glooms the hill ; 
Nor there the Pine*grove to the midnight blast 
Makes solemn music ! But th^ nnceaung rill 
To the soft Wren or JLark^s descending trill 
Murmurs sweet undersong 'mid jasmin bowers. 
In this same pleasant meadow, at your will, 
I ween, you wander'd-*-there collecting flowers 
Of sober tint, and herbs of med'cinable powers I 

There for the monarch-murder'd Soldier's tomb 
You wove th' unfinish'd* wreathe of saddest hues ; 

• War a Frag;meaC. 
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And to that holier* chaplet added bloom 
Besprinkling it with Jordan's cleansing dewt. 

But lo ! yourf Henderson awakes the Muse 

His Spirit beckoned from the mountain's height ! 
You left the plain and soar'd 'mid richer yiews I 
So nature moum'd when sank the first Day's light. 
With stars, unseen before, spangling her robe of night ! 

Still soar my Friend those richer views among, 
Strong, rapid, fervent, dashing Fancy's beam ! 
Virtue and Truth shall love your gentler song ; 
But Poesy demands th' impassion'd theme : 
Wak'd by Heaven's silent dews at Eve's mild gleam 
What balmy sweets Pomona breathes around ! 
But if the vex'd air rush a stormy stream, 
Or Autumn's shrill gust moan in plaintive sound, 
With fruits and flowers she loads the tempest honour'd 
ground* 



AN EFFUSIOK 

ON AN AUTUMNAL EVENING. WRITTEN IN EARLY 
TOUTH. 

O THOU wUd Fancy, check thy wing I No more 
Those thin white flakes, those purple clouds explore ! 
Nor there with happy spirits speed thy flight 
Bath'd in rich amber-glowing floods of light ; 
Nor in yon gleam, where slow descends the day, 
With western peasants hail the morning ray ! 
Ah ! rather did the perish'd pleasures move, 
A shadowy train, across the soul of Love I 
Cer Disappointment's wintry desert fling 
Each flower, that wreath'd the dewy locks of Spring, 
• John th« Baptbt» a Poem. f Monody on John HcndoRMB* 
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When blushing, like a bride, from Hope's trim bower 
She leap'd, awaken'd by the pattering shower. 

Now sheds the sinking Sun a deeper gleam, 
Aid, lovely Sorceress ! aid thy Poet's dream ! 
With fairy wand O bid the Maid arise, 
Chaste Joyance dancing in her bright-blue eyes ; 
As erst when from the Muse's calm abode 
I came, with Learning's meed not unbestow'd : 
When as she twin'd a laurel round my brow. 
And met my kiss, and half retum'd my vow, 
O'er all my frame shot rapid my thrill'd heart. 
And every nerve confess'd the electric dart, 

dear Deceit ! I see the Maiden rise, 
Ciiaste Joyance dancing in her bright-blue Eyes ! 
When iirst the lark high-soaring swells his throat, 
Mocks the tir*d eye, and scatters the loud note, 

1 trace her footsteps on th' accustom'd lawn 
I mark her glancing mid the gleams of dawn. 
When the bent flower beneath the night-dew weeps 
And on the lake the silver lustre sleeps. 
Amid the paly radiance soft and sad. 
She meets my lonely path in moon-beams clad, 
With her along the streamlet's brink I rove ; 
With her I list the warblings of the grove ; 
And seems in each low wind her voice to float ! 
Lone whbpering Pity in each soothing note ; 

Spirits of Love ! ye heard her name ! Obey 
The powerful spell and to my haunt repair. 
Whether on clust'ring pinions ye are there. 
Where rich snows blossom on the Myrtle treei^ 
Or with fond langubhment around my fiur 
Sigh in the loose lumiriance of her hair ; 
O heed the spell, and hither wing your way, 
c^ Q 2 
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Liko ffur^off masic, voyaging tbe breeze ! 
Spirits ! to you the infiuit Maid was giyea 
Form'd by the wond'rous Alchemy of HeaTen ) 
No fairer Maid does Love's wide empire know. 
No fairer Maid e'er heav'd the blossom's snow, 
A tlioosand Loves around her forehead fly ; 
A thodsand Troves sit melting her eye ; 
Love lights her smile — in Joy's red nectar dips 
His myrtle flower, and plants it on her lips, 
She speaks ! and hark that passion warbled song^- 
Still Fancy ! still that voice, those^ notes prolong. 
As sweet as when that voice with rapt'rous falls, 
Shall wake the soften'd echoes of Heaven's Halls I 

O (have 1 sigh'd) were mine the wizard's rod, 
Or mine the power of Proteus, changeful God ! 
A flower-entangled Arbour I would seem 
To shield my Love from Noontide's sultry beam ; 
Or bloom a Myrtle, from whose od'rous boughs 
My Love might weave gay garlands for her brows. 
When Twilight stole across the fading vale. 
To fan my Love I'd be the Evening Gale ; 
Monm in the soft folds of her swelling vest, 
And flutter my &int pinions on her breast ! 
On Seraph wing I'd float a Dream, by night, 
To sooth my Love with shadows of delight : — 
Or soar aloft to be the Spangled Skies, 
And gaze upon her with a thousand eyes ! 

As when the Savage, who his drowsy frame 
Had bask'd beneath the Sun's unclouded flame, 
Awakes amid the troubles of the aur, 
The skyey deluge, and white lightning's gUure— 
Aghast he scours before the tempest's sweep, 
And sad recalls the sunny hour of sleep : — 
So tost by storms along Life's wild'ring way, 
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Mine eye reverted views that cloudless day. 
When by my native brook I wont to rove 
While hope with kisses nurs'd the in&nt Love. 
Dear native brook . like Peace, so placidly 
Smoothing thro' fertile fields thy current meek 1 
Dear native brook I where first young Poesy 
Star'd wildly-eager in her noontide dream. 
Where blameless Pleasures dimple Quiet's cheek, 
As water-lilies ripple thy slow stream I 
Dear native haunts I where Virtue still is gay : 
Where Friendship's fix'd star sheds a mellow'd ray ; 
Where Love a crown of thomless Roses wears : 
Where soften'd Sorrow smiles within her tears i 
And Mem'ry, with a Vestal's chaste employ, 
Unceasing feeds the lambent flame of joy ! 
No more your sky-larks melting from the sight 
Shall thrill th' attuned heart-string with deh'ght-* 
No more shall deck your pens, /e Pleasures sweet 
With wreathes of sober hue my evening seat. 
Yet dear to Fancy's eye your varied scene 
Of wood, hill, dale, and sparkling brook between ! 
Yet sweet to Fancy's ear the warbled song, 
That soars on Morning's wing your vales among. 

Scenes of my Hope ! the aching eye ye leave 
Like yon bright hues that paint the clouds of eve ! 
Tearful and sad'ning with the sadden'd blaze 
Mine eye the gleam pursues with wistful gaze. 
Sees shades on shades with deeper tint impend. 
Till chill and damp the moonless night descend. 



IN THE MANNER OF SPENCER. 

O PBACB, that on a lilied bank dost love 
To rest thine head beneath an Olive Tree^ 
Q Q 3 
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I would, ihat from the pinions of thy Dora 

One qoill withonten pain yploek^d might be. 

For O ! I wish my Sara's frowns to flee. 

And (am to her some soothing song would wiitey 

Lest she resent my rude discourtesy. 

Who YoVd to meet her ere the morning light, 

But broke my plighted word — ah ! &he and xeereaol 

Wight! 
Last night as I my weary head did jnllow 
With thoughts of my dissevered Fair engrossed. 
Chill Fancy droop'd wreathing herself with willow. 
As tho' my breast entomb'd a pining ghost. 
^^ From some blest couch, young Rapture's bridal boast 
Rejected Slumber I hither wing thy way ; 
But leave me with the matin hour, at most ! 
As night-cWd flow'ret to the orient ray. 
My sad heart will expand, when I the Maid survey." 

But Love, who " heard the silence of my thought,'' 

Contriv'd a too successful wile, I ween : 

And whisper'd to himself, with malice fraught — 

'* Too long our Slave the Damsel's smiles hath seen ; 

To-morrow shall he ken her alter'd mien I" 

He spake, and ambush'd lay, till on my bed 

The Morning shot her dewy glances keen, 

When as I 'gan uplift my drowsy head— < 

" Now, Bard ! I'll work thee woe !" the laughing 

Elfin said. 
Sleep, softly-breathing God ! his downy wing 
^Was flutt'ring now, as quickly to depart ; 
When twang'd an arrow from Love's mystic string. 
With pathless wound it pierc'd him to the heart. 
Was there some Magic in the Elfin's dart ? 
Or did he strike my couch with wizard lance ? 
For strait so fair a Form did upwards start 
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(No fiurer deek'd the Bowers of old Bomanoe) 
That Sleep enamoiir'd grew, nor moy'd fiom Ul 
sweet tranoe I 

My Sara came, with gentlest look divine ; 

Bright shone her eye, yet tender was its betm : 

I felt the pressure of her lip to mine I 

Whispering we went, and Love was all oor theme-^ 

Love pare and spotless, as at first, I deem, 

Hesprang from Heaven I Snch joys with Sleep did 'bide, 

That I the living Image of my dream 

Fondly forgot. Too late I woke, and sigh'd — 

^^ O ! how shall I behold my Love at even-tide 1" 



THE COMPOSITION OF A KISS. 

Cupid, if storying Legends tell aright, 

Ooce fram'd a rich elixir of delight 

A Chalice o'er love-kindled flames be fix'd. 

And in it nectar and ambrosia mix'd. 

With these the magic dews, which Evoiing brings, 

BrushM from the Idalian star by fairy wings: 

Each tender pledge of sacred Faith he join'd. 

Each gentler pleasure of th' onspotted mind-*- 

Day-dreams, whose tints with sportive brightness glow. 

And Hope, the blameless parasite of Woe. 

The eyeless Chemist heard the process rise. 

The steamy chalice bubbled up in sighs ; 

Sweet sounds transpired, as when the aiiamouf'd dove 

Pours the soft murm'ring of responsive love. 

The finish'd work might Envy vainly blatne^ 

And " Kisses'^ was the precious compound's name. 

With half the God his Cyprian mother blest^ 

And breath'd on Sara's lovelier lips the rest» 



0i TO AM INFAKT. 

TO AN INFANT. 

Ah ceue thy tears and sobs, my little Life ! 

I did but snatch away the nnclasp'd knife : 

Some safer toy will soon arrest thine eye 

And to quick laughter change this peevish cry ! 

Poor stnmbler on the rocky coast of Woe, 

Tutored by Pain each source of pain to know ! 

Alike the foodful fruit and scorching fire, 

Or rouse thy screams or wake thy young desire : 

Yet art thou wise, for 'mid thy brief alarms 

Thou closely clingest to thy Mother's arms, 

Nestling thy little face in that fond breast 

Whose anxious heavings lull thee to thy rest ! 

Man's breathing miniature ! thou mak'st me sigh 

A Babe art thou — and such a thing am I ! 

To anger rapid, and as soon appeasM, 

For trifles mourning and by trifles pleas'd. 

Break friendship's mirror with a fretful blow 

Yet snatch what coals of fire on Pleasure's altar glow t 

O thou that rearest with celestial aim 
The future Seraph in my mortal frame, 
Thrice holy Faith ! whatever thorns I meet 
As on I totter with unpractis'd feet, 
Still let me stretch my arms and cling to the^ 
Meek Nurse of souls thro' their long in&ncy I 

ON THE CHRISTENING OF A FRIEND'S 
CHILD. 

This day among the fkithful placed 

And fed with fontal manna ; 
with maternal title grac'd 

Dear Anna's dearest Anna * 
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While others yy^h ^^ -wne and fuig 

A maid of spotieas lame^ 
I'll breathe this more compendioot pnyeP^ 

May'st thou deaerre thy name! 

Thy Mother's name a potent spell, 

That bids the Virtuee hie 
From mystic grove and living edl, 

Confessed to Fancy's eye; 

Meek Quietness without offence ; 

Content in homespun Kirtle ; 
True Love ; and True Love's Innocence^ 

White blossom of the myrtle ! 

Associates of thy name, sweet Child ! 

These Virtues may'st thou win ; 
With face as eloquently mild 

To say, they lodge within. 

So, when her tale of days all flown, 
Thy Mother shall be miss'd here ; 

When Heaven at length shall claim its own, 
And angels snatch their sister ; 

Some hoary-headed friend, perchance. 

May gaze with stifled breath ; 
And oft, in momentary trance. 

Forget the waste of death. 

Ev'n thus a lovely rose I view'd 

In summer-swelling pride; 
Nor mark'd the bud, that green and nide^ 

Peep'd at the rose's side* 

It chanc'd I pass*d again that wfty 

In Autumn*s latest hour, 
And wond'ring saw the self-same spray 

Rich with tbe self-same flower.— 
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Ah fond deceit I the rude green had 

Alike in shape, place, name, 
Had hloom'd, where hloom'd its parent stud. 

Another and the same ! 



THE NIGHTINGALE. 

WRITTEN IN APRIL, 1798. 

No cloud, no relique of the sunken day 

Distinguishes the west, no long thin slip 

Of sullen light, no obscure trembling Lues. 

Come, we will rest on this old mossy bridj^c* ! 

You see the glimmer of the stream beneath. 

But hear no murmuring ; it flows silently 

0*er its soft bed of verdure. All is still, 

A balmy night ! and though the stars be dim. 

Yet let us think upon the vernal showers 

That gladden the green earth, and we shall find 

A pleasure in the dimness of the stars. 

And hark I the nightingale begins its song, 

** Most musical, most melancholy" bird I 

A melancholy bird ? O idle thought ? 

In nature there is nothing melancholy. 

— But some night-wand'ring man, whose heart was 

pierced 
With the remembrance of a grievous wrong, 
Or slow distemper, or neglected love, 
(And so, poor wretch ! filled all things with himself. 
And made all gentle sounds tell back the tale 
Of his own sorrows) he and such as he 
First named these notes a melancholy strain i 
And many a poet echoes the conceit ; 
Poet, wlio hath been building up the rhyme 
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When he had hetter far have stretched hig limbs 

Beside a brook in mossy forest-dell. 

By snn or moon-light, to the infloxes 

Of shapes and sounds and shifting elements 

Surrendering his whoIe.spirit, of his song 

And of his fame forgetful ! so his fiune 

Should share in nature's immortality, 

A venerable thing ! and so his song 

Should make all nature lovelier, and itself 

Be loved, like nature ! — But 'twill not be so ; 

And youths and maidens most poetical, 

Who lose the deepening twilights of the spring 

In ball-rooms and hot theatres, they still 

Full oT meek sympathy must heave their sighs 

O'er Philomela's pity-pleaduag strains. 

My friend, and my friend's sister ! we have learnt 

A different lore : we may not thus profane 

Nature's sweet voices always full of love 

And joyous ! 'Tis the merry Nightingale 

That crowds, and hurries, and precipitates, 

With &st thick warble, his delicious notes, 

As he were fearful that an April night 

Would be too short for him to utter forth 

His love-chant, and disburthen his full soul 

Of all its music ! and I know a grove 

Of large extent, hard by a castle huge. 

Which the great lord inhabits not : and so 

This grove is wild with tangling underwood, 

And the trim walks are broken up, and grasi^ 

Thin grass and king-cups grow within the pathi. 

But never elsewhere in one place I knew 

So many Nightingales : and far and near 

In wood and thicket over the wide grove 

They answer and provoke each other's songs^- 

With skirmish and capricious passagingSi 
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And luurinufB nmsica]) Bnd twift jag jogf 

And one low piping sonnd more sweet ^an tlt^ 

Stirring the air widi soeh an harmony. 

lliat, should yon dose jonr eves, yon might afanosc 

Fofget it was not day. 

A most gentle maid 
Who dwelleth in her hospitable home 
Hard by the castle, and at latest eye 
(Eyen fike a lady yowed and dedicate 
To something more than nature in the groye) 
Glides through the pathways; she knows all their 

notes, 
That gende maid I and oft, a moment's space. 
What time the moon was lost behind the cloud. 
Hath heard a pause of silence : till the moon 
Emerging, hath awakened earth and sky 
With one sensation, and those wakeful birds 
Haye all burst ferth with choral minstrelsy. 
As if one quidc and sudden gale had swept 
An hundred airy harps ! And she hath watched 
Many a Nightingale perch giddily 
On blos'my twig still swinging firom the breese. 
And to that motion tune his wanton song, 
Like tipsy joy that reeb with tossing head. 

Farewell, O warbler ! till to-mcnrow eye, 

And you, my friends ! fiureweU, a short fturewell ! 

We haye been loitering long and pleasantly, 

And BOW for our dear homes.— Timt strain agalii I 

Full fain it would delay me I My dear babe^ 

Who, capable of no articulate sound. 

Mars all things with his imitatiye hap^ 

How he would place his hand beside his head, 

His little hand, the small ibre*^nger up. 
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iknd bid us listen ! and I deem it wite 

To make him Nature's playmate. He knoirs well 

The evening star : and once when he awoke 

In most distressful mood (some inward pun 

Had made up that strange thing, an infant's dream) 

I hurried with him to our orchard plot, 

And he beholds the moon, and hushed at once 

Suspends his sobs, and laughs most silently. 

While his fair eyes that swam with undropt tears 

Did glitter in the yellow moon-beam I Well — 

It is a father's tale. But if that Heaven 

Should give me life, his childhood shall grow up 

Familiar with these songs, that with the night 

He may associate joy 1 Once more farewell. 

Sweet Nightingale I once more,. my firsendsl fiuewell. 



LOVE. 

All thoughts, all passions, all del^hts. 
Whatever stirs this mortal frame, 
All are but ministers of Love, 
And feed his sacred flame. 

Oft in my waking dreams do I 
Live o*er again that happy hour. 
When midway on the mount I lay 
Beside the ruined tower. 

The moonshine stealing o'er the scene 
Had blended with the lights of eve ; 
And she was there, my hope, my joy. 
My own dear Gtenevievel 

She lean'd against the armed 
The stmtoe of the armed knight 
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She stood and listened to my harp 
Amid the lingering light. 

Few sorrows hath she of her own. 
My hope, my joy, my Genevieve I 
She loves me best, whene'er I sing 
The songs, that make her grieve. 

I played a soft and doleful air, 
I sang an old and moving story — 
An old rude song that fitted well 
The ruin wild and hoary. 

She listened with a flitting blush. 
With downcast eyes and modest grace ; 
For well she knew, I could not choose 
But gaze upon her face. 

I told her of the Knight, that wore 
Upon hb shield a burning brand ; 
And that for ten long years he wooed 
The Lady of the Land. 

I told her, how he pin'd : and, ah 1 
The low, the deep, the pleading tone, 
With which I sang another's love, 
Interpreted my own. 

She listened with a flitting blush. 
With downcast eyes and modest grace ; 
And she forgave me that I gazed 
Too fondly on her face 1 

But when I told the cruel scorn 
Which crazed this bold and lovely Knighly 
And that he crossed the mountain woods^ 
Nor rested day nor night ; 
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That sometimes from the sayage den, 
And sometimes from the darksome shadfl^ 
And sometimes starting up at once, 
In green and sunny glade, 

There came, and looked him in the hce^ 
An angel beautiful and bright ; 
And that he knew, it was a fiend, 
This miserable Knight ! 

And how, unknowing what he did. 
He leaped amid a murd'rous band. 
And saved from outrage worse than death 
The Lady of the Land ; 

And how she wept and clasped his knees, 
And how she tended him in vain — 
And ever strvoe to expiate 
The scorn, that crazed his brain : 

And that she nursed him in a cave ; 
And how his madness went away 
When on the yellow forest leaves 
A dying man he lay ; 

His dying words — But when I reached 
That tenderest strain of all the ditty, 
My faltering voice and pausing harp 
Disturbed her soul with pity I 

All impulses of soul and sense 
Had thrilled my guileless Gtenevieve^ 
The music, and the doleful tale, 
The rich and balmy eve ; 

And hopes, and fears that kindle hope 
An undistinguishable throng I 
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And gentle wishes long subdaed. 
Subdued and cherished long I 

She wept with pity and delight. 
She blushed with love and maiden 
And, like the munnur of a dream, 
I heard her breathe my name. 

Her bosom heaved — she stepped ande ; 
As conscious of my look, she stepped— 
Then suddenly with timorous eye 
She fled to me and wept 

She half enclosed me with her arms, 
She pressed me with a meek embrace } 
And bending back her head looked up, 
And gazed upon my &ce. 

'Twas partly love, and partly fear. 
And partly 'twas a bashful art 
That I might rather feel than see 
The swelling of her heart. 

I calmed her fears ; and she was calm, 
And told her love with virgin pride ; 
And so I woniny Genevieve, 
My bright and beauteous bride I 



THE FOSTER-MOTHER'S TALE. 

A VAXRXTIOV IN DBAHATIO BLANK YBBSB. 

But that entrance. Mother i 

FOSTBB-MOTHBB. 

Can no one hear? It is a perilous talo 
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My liiisbAnd's father told it m$f 
Poor old Leoni I— Angels rest his soul ! 
He was a woodman, and eoald fell and saw 
With lasty arm. Ton know that huge romd beam 
Which props the hanging wall of the old chapel ; 
Beneath that tree, while yet it was a tree. 
He found a baby wrapt in mosses, lined 
With thistle-beards, and such small locks of wool 
As bang on brambles. Well, he brought him home 
And reared him at the then Lord Yelez' cost 
A pretty boy, but most nnteachable— • 
And so the babe grew np a pretty boy, 
And never learnt a prayer nor told a bead 
But knew the names of birds, and mocked their notes. 
And whistled, as he were a bird himself: 
And all the Autumn 'twas his only play 
To gather seeds of wild flowers, and to plant them, 
With earth and water, on the stumps of trees. 
A friar, who sought for simples in the wood, 
A grey-haired man— he loved this little boy. 
The boy loved him — and, when the friar taught him 
He soon could write with the pen : and from that time 
Lived chiefly at the convent or the castle. 
So he became a very learned youth. 
But, Oh I poor wretch — he read, and read, and read, 
Till his brain turned — and ere his twentieth year 
He had unlawful thoughts of many things : 
And though he prayed, he never loved to pray 
With holy men, nor in a holy place — 
But yet his speech, it was so soft and sweet, 
The late Lord Velez ne'er was wearied with hiau 
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And once, at by the north side of the chapel 

Ti^y stood together, chained in deep discoarBe, 

The earth heaved under them with such a groan. 

That the wall tottered, and had well-nigh fallen 

Right on their heads. My Lord was sorely fiightened : 

A fever seized him, and he made confession 

Of all the heretical and lawless talk 

Which brought this judgment : so the youth was seized 

And cast into that cell. My husband's father 

Sobbed like a child — it almost broke his heart : 

And once as he was working near the cell 

He heard a voice distinctly ; 'twas the youth's 

Who sang a doleful song about green fields, 

How sweet it were on lake or wild savannah. 

To hunt for food, and be a naked man, 

And wander up and down at liberty. 

Leoni doted on the youth, and now 

His love grew desperate ; and defying death, 

He made that cunning entrance I described, 

And the young man escaped. 



'Tis a sweet tale 
And what became of him ? 

FOSTBR-MOTHBB. 

He went on ship-board. 
With those bold voyagers who made discovery 
Of golden lands. Leoni's younger brother 
Went likewise ; and when ho returned to Spain, 
He told Leoni, that the poor mad youth, 
Soon after they arrived in that new world, 
In spite of his dissuasion, seized a boat, 
And, all alone, set sail by silent moonlight 
Up a great river, great as any sea, 
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And ne'er was heard of more : bat 'tis soppotod 
He lived and died among the savage men. 



LINES 

ADDAB8SBD TO ▲ FRIEND, IN ANSWER TO A MBLAN« 
OHOLY LETTER. 

Away, those cloudy looks, that lab'ring sigh, 
The peevish of&pring of a sickly hour ! 
Nor meanly thus complain of Fortune's pow'r. 

When the blind gamester throws a luckless die. 

Yon setting sun flashes a mournful gleam 
Behind those broken clouds, his stormy traiu ; 
To-morrow shall the many coloured main 

In brightness roll beneath his orient beam ! 

Wild as th' Antnmnal gust, the hand of Time 
Flies o'er his mystic lyre : in shadowy dance 
Th' alternate groups of joy and grief advance 

Responsive to his varying strains sublime ! 

Bears on its wing each hour a load of fate. 
The swain, who lulPd by Seine's mild murmurs, led 
His weary oxen to their nightly shed, 

To-day may rule a tempest-troubled state. 

Nor shall not Fortune, with a vengeful smile. 
Survey the sanguinary despof s might. 
And haply hurl the pageant from his height. 

Unwept, to wander in some savage isle. 

There shivering sad, beneath the tempest's frown, 
Round his tir'd limbs to wrap the purple vest ; 
And miz'd with nails and beads, an equal jest ! 

Barter for food, the jewels of his crown. 
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TO SIMPLICITY. 
O ! I do love thee, meek simplicity ! 
For of thy lays the lulling simpleness 
Goes to my heart, and soothes each small 
Distress tho' small, yet haply great to me t 
Tis true, on Lady Fortune's gentlest pad 
I amble on ; yet tho' I know not why, 
So sad I am ! bat shonld a friend and I 
Grow cool and mif^ O ! I am very sadl 
And then with sonnets and with sympathy 
My dreamy bosom's mystic woe»I pall ; 
Now of my fidse friend plaining plaintivelyy 
Now raymg at mankind in general : 
Bat whether sad or fierce, 'tis ample all. 
All Tei^ simple, meek umplicity. 



w 



14 DAY USE 

RETURN TO DESK FROM WHICH BORROWED 
LOAN DEPT. 

This book is due on the last date stamped below^ or 

on the date to which reoewed. 

Renew^ed books are subject lo imniedjate recmlL 



30Ja'5«l » 



^ ^P'C'D LP 



^>^N 1 7 igsg 



-^ 



,iR^ 






f^^C'O VD 



APK 1 5 i%3 



■ ^ tJ 



IQW60RT 




2IApr'63J€ 



T D 31A-S0m 8,57 
(^C84ai8l0)476B 



General Librarf 

tJniversity 0! Calif oraia 

Bcfkeley 




UNIVERSITY OF CALIFORNIA UBRARY 



- n 



'''^^^*'^"^--''^^' 



w' s-*«f^ 'm^ 






